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What A World 


DorotHy Davis 


ING-A-LING. The bell had rung at last and it was closing time 
at H. Sumner Sternberg & Co. Joanne Baldwin, stenographer, 
wearily crushed her skull-fitting felt hat on a mass of naturally 
curly blue black hair. All day her mind had been wandering and 
she caught herself constantly thinking of Kathleen Norris’s “Girl 
Alive”. How could anyone write a story so much like her own 
life? Here she was—nineteen years old and life already so boring that she 
sometimes felt like screaming. Were other girls like her, or were they all 
having a good time? She knew that “Girl Alive” would turn out all right. 
All stories like that usually did. But her life? It wouldn’t end all right. 
Of that she was almost certain. These questions seemed always to be going 
through Joanne’s innermost mind, and now she was going home with noth- 
ing in store for the night but a library book. Books were all right occa- 
sionally—but all the time—well, that was different. 

Dot, Joanne’s roommate, was already at the apartment and the appetizing 
odor of chops and coffee greeted Joanne as she at last reached apartment 
4-2 floor three. 

“Hello, old thing. Hungry?” inquired Dot as she made a wild dash for 
the chops which were almost burning. 

“Am I? Ask me something more simple. Um, those rolls smell delish.” 

“Listen, Joanne. You remember Ned Dixon and Bob Bell, don’t you? 
You know—the ones that took us to “The Pirate’s Chest” night club. 
Well, Ned wants to know if you'll give him a date?” 

“No, I won’t and it seems to me he ought to know when he’s not wanted. 
I was so bored to death with that stupid creature before that I made 
a resolution then that I’d never go with that type again. I don’t care a 
snap of my finger for him so why should I entertain him?” 

“Oh, well. I just thought I’d tell you. Guess Margie Farrell will give 
him a date. But what are you going to do?” questioned Dot. 

“Oh, I’ve got a good book here, and I might slip up and see if John’s 
heard anything from his picture.” 


i. “Maybe I’m just dense, but it beats me how anyone can sit at home and 


"read when she could be making ‘whoopee’ at some club,” remarked Dot, 
“rolling her eyes similar to Eddie Cantor. 
“You wouldn’t,” murmured Joanne. 
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And now Joanne sat curled up, kitten fashion, in one of the big com- 
fortable chairs. Dot, after applying her war paint and clothes, had gone. 
No noise could be heard in the confused apartment except the distant rum- 
bling of the city at night. The book lay neglected in Joanne’s lap, her eyes 
fixed unseeingly on the pages. Why was she so silly? She’d go up and see 
John. John would understand although he was rather temperamental at 
times. 

Joanne’s knock was answered by a deep, masculine voice—John’s. 
Funny she hadn’t noticed what a nice voice John had, but then everything 
was nice about John. 

The room Joanne entered was immensely large—too large. John had 
thought it quite a find when he had rented the apartment a year ago and 
after discovering the amazing fact that he nearly froze in winter and roasted 
in summer, he had clung to it still because it was his idea of a first-class 
studio. One entire side was given over to a massive fireplace while the other 
was used solely for a platform with an easel placed conveniently on it. 

“Why hello, Joanne. Thought you’d gone out. Everything was so 
quiet below.” 

“Dot did, but I’ve been reading. I’m feeling blue as the dickens tonight. 
Heard any news from your picture?” 

“Well, I didn’t mean to tell you in such a commonplace way, but here 
goes. I won the five thousand dollar prize. Got the telegram this evening. 
Didn’t think I had a chance.” 

“Why John, that’s simply marvelous”, exclaimed Joanne, with eyes shin- 
ing. “But 4 

“What’s the matter?” questioned John, as he saw a hurt expression flit 
across Joanne’s disappointed face. 

“Well, you’ll be going to Europe to take those art lessons, won’t you?” 
asked Joanne. 

“Sure thing. But I’m not going alone. Joanne, I’ve waited and waited 
for this minute. I was ashamed to ask you to marry me before, althongh 
I was crazy about you, because I was just an ordinary destitute painter. 
Now we can both go to Europe; you to take lessons in the art of making a 
good wife, and me in the art of painting. Say ‘yes’ and don’t keep me in 
suspense.” 

“Yes”, murmured Joanne from the depths of John’s big strong arms. 

“And to think I was blue just ten minutes ago. What a world!” 
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I Wonder 


DEWITT SHANK 


(| Y name is Gregory Dale. I am nineteen years old, a Freshman at 


hea) 
Avs 


Yale, and normal in every respect but one—my hair is snow-white. 
It is a never-failing source of wonder to my college-mates who 
| often try to get an explanation from me why my hair changed - 
color, but I never tell them for I have learned that the truth of 
the matter is received with only an indulgent smile or a pat on 
the back with the “There, there” tone of voice. But I have decided to 
write a statement of what befell me on October 6, when I went to old Pro- 
fessor Stone’s home to borrow a book. 

It would be too long a story to tell how I was trapped by the old Professor 
of Higher Physics; how I realized he was a maniac; how he explained that 
as the earth grew older its rate of vibration increased and that if a person 
should slow up the vibrations, he would be transported to the past; how he 


put me in a machine of his invention and 
Ee * + * % 


I was lying on the ground looking up at the sky. It was a perfectly 
normal sky and for a moment I thought I was on the Yale campus grounds. 
But I looked at myself and memory came back with a rush for I was naked 
as the day I was born. 

I bounded to my feet and amazement overcame me. Around me were 
tall ferns, as big as trees, just as they had been shown in Prehistoric Life 
Class. The ground was covered with tropical vegetation so thick that I 
could hardly walk. A creature resembling a monkey chattered at me from 
the top of a tall palm-like tree and parrots shouted raucously all about me. 
What had happened? Why was I here? Was I dreaming? After the 
time-honored expedient of pinching had made me black and blue, and a 
pterodactyl had flown directly over my head, I realized with a sinking of my 
heart that I was awake and that it was all too real. With a groan I sank to 
the ground and gave way for a moment to black despair. But I couldn’t 
give up like that so I began walking—where, I had no idea. 

I was hopelessly wandering a half-hour later when I met a band of 
humans—but what humans, huge, hairy brutes who looked devoid of any 
intelligence at all. They grunted at me and I held up my hand in the 
universal peace sign.. They had been out hunting and had a load of fresh 
meat which they carried on their shoulders. After an exchange of grunts 
with each other, the tallest motioned for me to join them for men were 
needed. A great she gave me a skin to hide my nakedness—not that 


_ it bothered her any—but she wanted to see how I would look in the new 


‘style clothes. O Eternal Eve! 

We marched along rather steadily for several hours, and I saw a lot of 
the country-side as we traveled. I say country-side, but the ferns, the 
palms and tropical vegetation, and above all, the flying reptiles gave the 
scenes an aspect far different from the peaceful landscape at home. 
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I saw one great dinosaur which was wallowing in a marsh, but my com- 
panions broke into a trot and we quickly skirted such dangerous ground. 
A large pterodactyl flew close to us once but the savages shouted and brand- 
ished their clubs so fiercely that it flew away. Soon we came to their 
habitat, and rude as it was, it gave me a feeling of relief, for we had to 
climb a rope ladder up the face of a cliff about a hundred feet high. At the 
top of the cliff there was a ledge on which was the home of the savages, 
namely, some caves. 

I was given a cave which had belonged to a fellow-tribesman who had 
departed this life in an argument with a giant she-bear only a week before, 
and feeling very proud of my new home, I entered. A terrible odor assail- 
ed my nostrils as I stood ankle-deep in bones and refuse which the former 
owner had left. I immediately began cleaning it out and had a fairly decent 
place to sleep when I noticed the tribe was beginning to eat. Now I was 
very hungry, for the old Professor had neglected to feed me during the 
twenty-four hours I had been shut in his prison. I immediately presented 
myself and was handed a huge joint which had been slightly burnt on the 
outside; it was very rare, but I was so hungry that I ate it, every bit. 

My life among the savages was fairly monotonous on the whole. I soon 
learned the few words of their language, and having made myself a bow 
and some arrows, I was soon supplying more than my share of the meat. 
My bow was very valuable to me one day when a huge young buck became 
jealous of me because I had usurped his place as head hunter and charged 
down on me with his club. I dodged the blow and sent an arrow through 
his heart. I rose considerably in their estimation after that, and might have 
eventually become their chief had not my strange deliverance taken place. 

All this time I had been thinking of some way to return to—well, my 
own country. But no solution came and I continued to live on and on 
in my futile existence. But one day while hunting, I became separated 
from the others and was stalking some game when something came out of 
the air, plucked me off the ground, and carried me high into the sky. It 
was a great pterodactyl and I was terribly frightened. I realized its purpose, 
for having no weapons to kill its game, the reptiles drop their victims from 
a great height. I tried to hold on, my clutch was slipping, I was falling. . . 
.... falling. No words can paint the agony of those awful moments, but 
my hair stands mute witness. After an eternity of falling came 
oblivion. 


i. a 

It was evening and I was lying on my college campus. There were the 
familiar buildings, the old trees, everything as I had left it. Cautiously, 
I crept to my rooms and donned some clothes, and just as I had finished 
dressing, my room-mate burst into the room and remarked casually: 

“Where have you been since day before yesterday?” And not waiting for 
an answer, asked, ‘““Heard the news? Well, old Prof. Stone died last night 
of apoplexy and the...... Greg, what’s the matter with your hair?” 
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“What do you mean?” 
“Why, it’s snow-white, fellow...... ze 
od * * + 

An item has just appeared in the Clarion which might be a key to the 
awful events. The article reads: 

“Although it is not well-known, Prof. Stone was a master of the art of 
hynotism. He could put animals to sleep at will, but he never performed 
upon humans for he was fearful of the effect on them. Mr. Stone was well 
loved by everyone with whom he came in contact and his death..... i 

But sometimes in my dreams I see huge, hairy men and things flying 
about and ———————_ I wonder. 


HEAR THE WIND 


MARGARET BOYERS 


Hear the din! WHear the din! 

Hear the howling, hear its growling, 
Like a giant, monster prowling; 
Monster Wind! 

As it rushes, rushes, rushes, _ 
Through the trees and lowly bushes, 
Hear its fitful, sudden gushes; 

Hear the wind! 


Hear it blow! Hear it blow! 

How it races in its flurry, 

Now it’s slow: 

Then again the rushing hurry, 

Hear the reeling pent up fury, 

Come and go. 

Now a low and threat’ning murmur. 
Then again the howling furor, 

Hear it blow! 


Hear the wind!! Hear the wind! 

What a mystery is hidden in its din? 
What mystery I wonder 

Is hidden in under, 

All this din? 

Hear it rushing, rushing, rushing, 

With a strength that is almost crushing. 
Hear the wind! Hear the wind! 
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OUR CELEBRITIES 
Lois WANDLESS 


Poe was a poet who wrote “Eldorado.” 

Also “The Raven” and “The Cask of Amontillado.” 
“When We Were Dreaming” is by Lucas, Daniel B, 

So, we have another poet in Virginia you see. 

Next comes Mary Johnston who wrote ““To Have and To Hold.” 
As she was a popular writer the book sold and sold. 

Here comes Dr. Wayland who wrote “Virginia’s History,” 
He teaches in Harrisonburg so here’s another victory. 
Wilson, the President during the War of the World, 
Wrote “The Truth of the Matter” and our enemies hurled. 
“The April Ride” and “Conflict of Love” are by Amelie Rives, 
Also “Love Song” and “Hymn to the Seas.” 

Ellen Glasgow wrote “Virginia” and “They Stoop to Folly,” 
Together with “Barren Ground” and “Life of Gabriella,” 
And now George W. Bagby, a doctor and humorist, 
Who’s been editor of papers times very numerous. 

Mrs. Margaret Preston, a poetess of high rate, 

Wrote “A Bit of Autumn Color” and “Only a Private.” 
John Esten Cooke, a prose writer of the best, 

Wrote “The Opening of the Ball” and “Surrey of Eagle’s Nest.” 
Philip Pendleton Cooke of the very same name 

Gave us ““To My Daughter Lily” and “Florence Vane.” 
Hope in his works uses the very best of themes 

In which his patriotism fairly teems. 

The works of Willa Cather will while away many hours, 
A Pulitzer prize she won when she wrote “One of Ours.” 
The National Geographic has W. J. Showalter, 

And in his work as editor he’s rarely known to falter. 
McCormick who invented the wonderful reaper 

Showed the world a way to make harvesting cheaper. 
Walter Reed discovered the cause of yellow fever, 

Thus, he will be remembered by Virginia forever. 

Richard E. Byrd flew to the north and south poles— 
Reaching seemingly unattainable goals. 

Harry St. George ran for governor of our state, 

And is considered by many as being very great. 

Matthew Fontaine Maury another of our able 

Wrote stories and histories and invented the cable. 

Lady Astor as member of the Parliament of England 

Is another great person strayed from Virginia’s band. 

In the war between the South and the North, 

General R. E. Lee led the gray troops forth. 

The men and women from “Old Dominion” state 

Are countless in numbers and many very great; 

From thirty-one presideents Virginia has given eight; 

She has been endowed to lie first by the gods of fate, 
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Fulfillment 
IRvINE McNEILL 
Characters 
OC DSRS ine SRS Dnt fe CCE ae OR 1 ee Pharaoh of Egypt 
BP MTALISEA As iccrctsys Soest sck Brother of Antipatu, an heir to the throne 
0 TUSCAN ee: San 0 Ra a rR 4 eee Also a brother 


A Wise Man 
Some Slaves 
Some Soldiers 
Messengers 
Several Courtiers 


ACT I—Scene I—In Hyrcanus’ Room 
Scene II—In Antipatu’s Room 


ACT II—Scene I—In a passageway leading from the Temple to the palace 
In Antipatu’s Room 


ACT I—Scene—In Hyrcanus’ room. It is night. 


The scene opens showing a magnificent bedroom. At the back of the 
room are three achways leading to a balcony; they are draped with curtains 
of silver and red cloth. The walls of the room are red granite and they 
are covered with hieroglyphics. Suspended from the ceiling on the left 
and right of the room, are two lamps of delicate'lace work which are 
filled with perfumed oil that gives out a heavy odor as it burns, and which 
casts a soft glow over the room. On the left wall of the room is a huge 
mirror set in a silver frame and in front of the mirror is a rose-wood 
stand on which are flasks and boxes filled with perfumery, powder, and 
jewels. At the left on the stand is a couch covered with silver and red 
cloth. There are several large green glazed porcelain urns in the corners 
of the room. On each side of the archway are rose-wood chairs, and 
there is a low stool in front of the stand and another at the foot of the 
couch. Hyrcanus is seen sleeping on the couch and he is evidently hav- 
ing a troubled dream, shown by the way he tosses disquietly and mutters 
to himself. Suddenly he wakens and begins to breathe very hard. 

Hyrcanus. (With a troubled look around him) That dream—boiling 
blood—what can it mean? (He gets up and starts to walk about.) Blood— 
blood—blood means death for someone. Maybe, maybe—but wait! (He 
clasps twice and a slave appears. The slave bows.) 

Hyrcanus. Tell the chief wise man to come here, and see that no one 
disturbs us while he is here. (The slave makes obeisance and goes. Hyr- 
canus looks at himself in the mirror and then resumes his soliloquy.) 

Hyrcanus. Maybe that dream means my future. Means that I will get 
the throne. Soon Egypt will have a new king, because Antipatu has a 
strange malady from which the leeches say he will never recover. But then 
I can’t lawfully get the throne now, because the law of Egypt decrees that 
if the king has no children, and Antipatu has none, then the second brother 
to the king gets it, and Pompieus comes before I do, curse him! Queen 


mona 
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Solome is no obstacle in my way, because the law decrees that the widowed 
queen shall marry the heir to the throne—but Pompeius is. He has no right 
to the throne! He has spent most of his life in strange countries fighting 
for Antipatu, and I have been here among the people; he knows nothing 
of them, and I know all. I should have the throne! But how? (Here he 
is interrupted by the entrance of the wise man.) 

Wise Man. My Lord, you sent for me? 

Hyrcanus. Yes—yes—I wish you to tell me the meaning of this dream. 
I dreamed there were two rivers running side by side, and they met before 
they reached the sea. Suddenly they turned red as blood and boiled at their 
place of meeting. I wish to know the meaning of this dream, if it fore- 
bodes good or evil? 

Wise Man. (Thinks a moment.) My Lord, I will have to consult the 
stars for the meaning of this, and will give you an answer on the morrow. 

Hyrcanus. Go then, venerable father, and may the stars confirm my 
interpretation. (The Wise Man leaves.) 

Hyrcanus. (Again) Pompeius is coming home for the Feast of the 
Tabernacle and also to stay, because Antipatu can’t live much longer. If 
I can manage to have Pompeius killed or exiled for some supposed crime, 
then I shall be safe in my desires. Curse the swine, something must turn up! 
(A slave comes in and bows.) 

Hyrcanus. Speak slave. 

Slave. Master, your brother Pompeius has come home and has gone to 
the Temple with his guards to pray to Jehovah for the Great Pharaoh’s soul. 

Hyrcanus. Son of a damnable camel, why should you bring me this 
news—but—(to himself) I have a plan. (To slave) Say you, slave, he 
has gone to the Temple with his soldiers? So—he is plotting against Anti- 
patu, and praying for his soul—indeed! Antipatu must be warned of this— 
and then—. (He gives a sneering laugh and goes from the room.) 


CURTAIN 


Scene II—In Antipatu’s bedroom. It is nearing morning. 


At the right and left of the room are two arched doors partly curtained 
with cloths of gold and purple. At the back of the stage are three large 
arched windows set rather high in the wall and they are draped with the 
same colored cloth. Below these windows is a large couch draped with gold 
and purple cloth and at the foot of the couch is a large chest. There are 
two metal tripods on either side of the couch and they are filled with musk 
oil that sweetly scents the room as it burns. On the wall at the right of the 
couch is a large mirror in a gold frame and in front of the mirror is a rose- 
wood stand covered with flasks and boxes. At the left of the couch, 
against the wall, is a small inlaid table on which sits a tray of fruit. There 
are two rose-wood chairs on either side of the room and a low stool in front 
of the stand. Antipatu is sitting on the couch and Hyrcanus and several 
courtiers, who are plotting with him, are standing around the couch. 

Hyrcanus. Now you see how your praised and noble brother honors you. 
Plotting, to kill you and seize your throne. He is too greedy to wait until 
you die. And still you doubt it. 
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1st Courtier. Oh, Great Paraoh, it is indeeed true. We saw him and 
there is one who heard. 

2nd Courtier. Yes, My Lord, I heard. He said—‘‘when the King comes 
through the passageway leading to the Temple, kill him.” 

Antipatu. I can’t believe this of Pompeius, my beloved brother, the one 
I trusted. Oh! Great jehovah what foulness is this? But I must learn 
the truth. Send a messenger to Pompeius and tell him to come here at once, 
and tell him to come unarmed. It Pompeius convinces me that you have 
spoken falsely, then you, Hyrcanus, go into exile and these courtiers go to 
the lions. One cannot trifle with a Pharaoh. 

(Some of the courtiers turn while at this threat, and one starts to say 
something, but is silenced by a look from Hyrcanus.) 

Hyrcanus. Great Paraoh, he shall prove foul swine for the glistening 
blades of your soldiers. 

Antipatu. Go, go—I wish to be alone. 

(All of them bow and go out. Antipatu buries his face in his hands 
and remains motionless.) 


CURTAIN 


Act Ii—Scene I—In the passageway leading from the palace to the Temple. 
It is early morning. 

The scene opens showing a covered passageway that is lighted by lamps 
hanging from the wall. There is a side passage leading from the main pass- 
age and several soldiers are seen standing at its entrance. Hyrcanus comes 
in with a messenger and goes to the soldiers. 

Hyrcanus. Know you if your Lord Pompeius has come from the Temple 
this hour past? A soldier. No, my Lord. The stars waxed and waned 
and he still prays to the Great Jehovah for the most High Pharoah’s health. 

Hyrcanus. (To himself) I must act quickly and prevent Pompeius 
from seeing Antipatu. I dare not harm Antipatu until I get rid of Pom- 
peius. (To the soldiers) Go tell your Lord Pompeius that the Great Phar- 
oah desires his presence and that he must come to him attired in his new 
armour. (The soldiers leave and Hyrcanus turns to the messenger.) 

Hyrcanus. Go tell six of my guards to come here, but they must come 
unobserved. (The messenger bows and leaves. The wise man comes in 
the passage and goes to Hyrcanus.) 

Hyrcanus. Well, venerable father, how did the stars interpret my dream? 

Wise Man. Oh my Lord, the stars showed that Egypt is soon to have a 
new ruler. The two rivers sigmfied the lives of the Great Pharaoh and my 
Lord Pompeius. When the rivers turned red and boiled, it meant that soon 
both the Great Pharaoh and my Lord Pompeius would die, and that Egypt 
would have a new king. Oh! My Lord, I fear for Egypt’s safety. 

Hyrcanus. (Affecting great alarm and distress.) Oh! Venerable 
father, what evil is this that threatens my beloved brothers? Woe, unto 
me that Egypt should see strife and turmoil! But hasten, good father, and 
tell the Temple Priest to pray for Egypt’s peace. (The Wise Man bows and 
leaves.) The dream will speedily prove true and Egypt shall have a new 
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ruler. Oh Pompeius! Fatal day that you came home. (The soldiers 
come in.) 

1st Soldier. You sent for us, My Lord, and in such secrecy? 

Hyrcanus. Yes—there is work to do. The Great Pharoah has just learned 
that your Lord Pompeius is plotting against him. He has ordered you to 
hide in this side passage and if Pompeius comes through here in armour, you 
are to kill him. Woe to you if Pompeius escapes alive. The Great Pharaoh 
loves not traitors. (Hyrcanus leaves and the guards look perplexedly at one 
another. ) 

2nd Soldier. There is evil in the air. But we dare not question a Pha- 
raoh—listen! 

(They all listen and then hide quickly. Footsteps are heard approaching. 
Pompeius comes in dressed in armour, as he passes the side passage the guards 
fall on him and he is killed.) 

Pompeius. (Dying) Egypt is doomed. 


CURTAIN 


Act I]—Ssene II—The same as Scene IJ—Act I. 


As the scene opens Antipatu is seen walking nervously around the room. 

Antipatu. What has delayed Pompeius? It has been long since sunrise 
that I sent for him. Does he show such little regard for the command of a 
Pharaoh? (He claps his hands and a messenger appears.) 

Antipatu. Go seek Pompeius and tell him to come here at once. (The 
messenger leaves.) Hyrcanus could not have told the truth? 

(Antipatu walks back and forth, but suddenly he begins to cough vio- 
lently and he drops on the couch.) 

Antipatu. (Gasping) I feel faint. This strange malady is killing me. 
Oh! Lord Jehovah have mercy on me. (Some slaves come in and hasten 
to help Antipatu who slowly regains his breath. Just then the messenger 
comes back.) 

Messenger. Oh! Great Pharaoh, my Lord Pompeius is dead. The sol- 
diers said he was killed by your commands. What means this, Great Pharaoh? 

(Antipatu springs from the couch.) 

Antipatu. (With broken rattling gasps.) Oh! Lord Jehovah it is true. 
Pompeius tasted the swords of my soldiers, but through treachery. Hyr- 
canus is the traitor. Oh God! Iam doomed. (He suddenly has a violent 
spell of coughing followed by a terrible hemorrhage after which he instantly 
expires. The slaves raise a cry which brings some soldiers and other at- 
tendants to the room, but they are too late to save the king. Hyrcanus 
comes in hurriedly.) 

Hyrcanus. What evil is this? (He sees Antipatu) Oh God Jehovah 
the dream is true! (He buries his face in his hands. Suddenly cries are 
heard outside, and a soldier comes rushing in.) 

Soldier. Save us! Oh Great Pharaoh, save us! We are doomed, the 
city is beseiged—(He sees the dead king and recoils in horror and cries.) 
Oh God have mercy on us! Alexander is here!—Alexander is here! (He 
sinks convulsively to the floor. A captain comes in.) 
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Captain. Order! Order! We can all die like soldiers. Come! It is 
better to die than be slaves of these Syrian dogs. (Everyone leaves the room.) 

Hyrcanus. (Dazed) The dream—the dream—. Oh God! It is all 
too true. Egypt has a new King, but not—(He draws a dagger.) I will 
not suffer ignominy, but will die like the Pharoah I am. (He laughs des- 
pondently and then plunges the dagger into his heart. He falls at the feet of 
Antipatu. As the curtain closes, cries can be heard from without.) 


CURTAIN 


A GREEK CALAMITY 


Mitprep MILLER 


Two ladies in Greece 

There were, there were; 
Two ladies in Greece 

There were. 


They were beautiful and true 
As the skies were sunny and blue. 


Two young Greek athletes them wooed, 
While for patience the ladies sued. 


On a morning so fair and clear 
The time for the race drew near. 


Each thought if her own didn’t win, 
It would be a disgrace and a sin. 


The wonderful race is being run; 
The ladies’ faces are bright as the sun. 


The far away goal has been won— 
But alas! By some poor peasant’s son. 


Now the disgraced ladies weep, 
And the athletes from the arena creep. 
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Yee Ss 


LEONA MILLER 


X, Y, Zs? Everything is, alike, dependent upon some kind of finish. 
Every little thought and each little deed and action, however meager, must 
have some conclusion. Incessant X, Y, Zs make our lives from beginning 
to judgment. 

Suppose for a day the school girls were to possess vanity cases without 
mirrors. Pity the ten o’clock scholars who depend upon their mirrors for 
aid in the finishing touches to their beauty preparation. Tardy slips to 
class may even increase in number that day if one had to stop and question 
her neighbor if her make-up was related to the law of proportion; besides 
all of the time and trouble the absence of these reflective objects would cause. 

Money with the boys isn’t an exception. How would they ever answer 
some of their test questions, true and false for instance, if for a day the 
mints would coin our money without heads or tails? But thanks to the 
mints they are there, and flipping a coin may put a kind of polish to the per- 
son’s grade whether for worse or worst. 

It takes quite a bit of time and work to put a puzzle together and have 
everything right and fitting to the finest point. Certainly the garments 
the girls made in Home Economics come in this class) How would we look 
to wear unfinished ones? Feature the criticisms ; 

Look coming down the hall! What’s the matter? Horrors! Look at 
Ellen’s dress. No collar! No cuffs! No buttons! What else is missing? 
I’m coming closer to her. Certainly my eyes aren’t deceiving me. What? 
Not even a hem and there—all of those threads and not a single knot tied? 

In this case the X Y Z is the most essential part, but such is the condition 
when the finish is lacking and fails to do its part. A woman was known to 
say that she made four dresses in one day without the finishing touches. 
What do you think? Were they worth a thing this way? 

Foods are similar to the other things. Preparation and display of a dish 
is the determining factor toward making the last bite of any edible the best 
and taste moreish. 

Oftentimes we think of stories, debates and the world of books in con- 
nection with school. The worth of all of these in our estimation depends 
upon satisfactory and artistic completion. Before we leave school, do you 
really believe that teachers make their lesson assignments at the end of the 
class period to make a last impression upon our minds? 

School is over for the day and again we must depend upon the completion 
of some object to reach our homes. We would never want to ride home as 
badly if the cars were without seats, and even if not fortunate enough to get 
transported in one finished to this extent, we must resort to our shoe soles. 

Evening comes and a friend has brought you those kodak pictures that you 
were so eager to see. Everyone of them is good and there are pictured those 
reminiscences that in all probability would have faded into oblivion had not 
the finish come to the negative’s rescue. You have enjoyed the evening 
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thoroughly and every minute your friend’s departure grows nearer. Every 
word at the last is better until,—“Goodnight.” 

Last words are remembered longest and true confidential friends are most 
indispensible X, Y, Zs. Life is sweeter and cheerier where different types 
of friends play their part. Use of every opportunity for refinement in our 
lives is of benefit to ourselves and others. 

To finish the story, it is bedtime and there is that unfinished French 
translation. I must study at least a half hour yet, because graduation is 
approaching for another class of H. H. S. and I must be there when it ar- 
rives to get my X Y. Z, although it deserves the name diploma after all of 
this work—and then where shall all of us be? Just on the threshold of a 
realm unfolding opportunities to more significant ends. 


POPULAR SONGS 
JuNE TALIAFERRO 


Bye Bye Blues—Seniors 

Be Careful With Those Eyes—Mildred Graham 

My Mad Moment—Harry Blatt 

Three Little Words—“One Half Hour” 

What’s the Use—Freshmen Exams. 

Vagabond Lover—“Rudy” Jackson 

Sing You Sinners—Frances Toppin at Pep Meeting 
Sweetheart of My Student Days—Jane Wilton 

On Revival Day—Monday Morning 

Baby Face—Jean Hawse 

Breakaway—H. H. S. at 2:45 

You Find the Time, I'll Find the Place—College Girls 
I Can’t Give You Anything But Love—Felton Riley 
Baby, Won’t You Please Come Home—John Robert 
Switzer 

Sing Something Simple—Glee Club 
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Coincidences 


RICHARD JACKSON 


>]F course none of us believe in superstition or family legends and 
'| most of believe that such thing are entirely imaginary. Every- 
| one, however, of the persons who are thus inclined to skepticism 
still must admit that people are often victims of queer coinci- 
dences—in fact. extremely queer coincidences! 

Jonathan Pierson walked down Broadway with elation in the 
very tread of his firm step—a man who had the appearance of a respectable 
citizen in his face and bearing, who was dressed somewhat poorly, but 
neatly. His suit of modest gray was very much worn and threadbare and 
his necktie and other accessories had seen better days. Nevertheless, 
he walked with a springy, lively step, as has been mentioned before; but why 
shouldn’t he, wasn’t he going to get a raise, which had been coming to him 
for three months, on this very day? And thinking over his present cir- 
cumstances he said to himself that he could well use it! Turning into a 
large marble-front building on a busy corner, Mr. Pierson quickened his 
pace and mounted a broad flight of stairs to the second floor. Here, upon 
knocking at a “Private” door, he was bidden to enter. 

The very aspect of the room, usually cheerful, spoke of disappointment 
to the man. If he had been asked later he could not have told one why 
there seemed to be such a gloomy atmosphere in the “Boss’s” office. Maybe 
it was the look in the eyes of the “Big Chief” himself. 

“Mr. Pierson,” said Mr. Johnson, commonly referred to as the “Boss,” 
“I’m extremely sorry to tell you that instead of an increased wage, I am 
forced to discharge you, together with a number of others in our employ, 
from our service indefinitely, because of the present slump in the call for 
our products. If you call at the business office this afternoon at three 
o’clock, you will receive your two weeks advance wages which we always 
give to discharged men. 

Nothing left to do but take it like a man! Pierson trudged down the 
stairway a much dejected and crestfallen being. He had not only lost his 
expected raise but his job in the bargain. Passing a pawnshop down on the 
street level, he started to go in and get some ready cash for the large ring on 
his finger; he was thinking of a long overdue lunch bill, that really should 
be paid immediately, at a downtown business man’s restaurant. But no, 
this ring had always been supposed to bring him luck; finally, after a severe 
mental argument, he decided to keep it one more day and then pawn it if 
his luck did not change. 

Many, many years before, he had saved the life of a young boy in a fire 
in a downtown theatre. The boy had slipped this ring on Pierson’s finger, 
then he fainted, and had been carried off to a hospital. Although he had 
looked through the registers of all the public hospitals for a description 
answering to that of the boy, his efforts were like looking for the proverbial 
needle in the haystack. The piece of jewelry was only a remebrance now, 
but he did wish that he knew what had become of that boy! 
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That afternoon, as the big clock in the hall struck three a group of men 
lined up in front of the business clerk’s desk to receive their discharge 
wages. At the front of that line one could discern our young friends 
of the morning waiting expectantly for the “Boss” to come in and “O. 
K.” the payroll. A door opened, the “Boss” Johnson came in and the 
payroll was immediately checked with his signature. Pierson stepped for- 
ward to get the two weeks advance wages and put up his left hand to re- 
ceive the money—maybe it was just a coincidence that he was left-handed! 
Just then the “Boss” looked down at the hand and exclaimed, “Who— 
what?”—and continued, recovering his composure, “just a moment, Pierson, 
come into my private office here with me, if you please.” 

Closing the door behind him, Johnson ejaculated, “Where did you get my 
family ring?” 

“A young man gave it to me for saving his life,” returned Pierson quietly. 

“And you’re the same fellow who rescued me from that disastrous fire! 
But tell me all about yourself, what you have been doing since then—but 
no, you look tired now, we’ll save all the history until after we have eaten. 
But man, I can tell you that you won’t have anything to worry about from 
now on! 

Merely a coincidence? Well, Pll allow you to judge for yourself! 


MY CHOICE 
(With apologies to James W. Riley ) 
LEONA MILLER 


It hain’t no use to worry and fret, 

It’s just as cheap and saving to rejoice 

When teachers sort out the assignments, 
and pop tests, 

Why tests have to be my choice. 
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Gossip 


ALDA SHOWALTER 


HE scene is laid in a small reception hall. By the wall, in one 
corner, is a small table with a telephone upon it. Mirandy, a 
colored maid, is seated by the table with the telephone receiver 
at her ear. She is dressed in black and white maid’s costume. 

“Hullo, Myra, dis yer am Mirandy. W’at yo’alls bin doin’? 

' You’se en Sam went ter de movin’ pitcher show yistiddy eben’? 

W’at wuz on? Al Jolson? I’se ud liked ter ob seed dat. 

“Wat am I’se gwine ter do dis eben? Nuth’, I ’spose. Why? Ah! 
You’se seed a dress down yonder at dere bargain sto’e, en you’se want me 
ter go wid you’se ter try hit on? You’se don’t need no new dress, do you’se? 
W’at? Ain’t you’se hed none since Eliza Jane got hooked up ter Ben, on 
de fo’th ob July? Well! Wat color am hit? W’at kind? A sorter red 
percale, wid blue dots in hit? I’se bet hit am purty. Sho! I’se will go 
wid you’se. 

“Lissen! I’se jest hap’ened ter think ob sumpin? Sara am gwine wid 
Missus Bowen down ter Europe. Yeh! I’se bet when dat nigger come 
back, she hab her haid so high ’bove us she won’t see us way down yer on 
dis yer groun’. Huh? Well, ain’t hit so? 

‘“‘Missus am gwinter hab un o’ dem new fangled bridge parties heah ter- 
morrow arternoon ez a good-bye party fo’ Missus Bowen. I’se gwinter 
he’p her git ready fo’ hit in de mornin’. W’at dat you’se say? Yo’r 
Missus sez Missus am gwine ter show off, en w’at? She wouldn’t be able 
ter show off so much wid dese swell parties she gibs ef she come by hit 
hones’ly? W’at you’se mean? Come by hit hones’ly? ’Splain yo’se nig- 
ger. You’se say she ain’t hones’? She can’t keep her ’ands off ob things 
dat don’t belong ter her? Hit ain’t so. Wat does ya’r Missus know ’bout 
my Missus? Yo’r Missus seed her pick up some kinda silver things at Missus 
Lacey’s party, en sneak dem inter her pocket? T’se sez hit ain’t so. I’se 
don’t b’lieve hit. You’se say ’seeing am b’lievin’-—en yo’r Missus sez ef dey 
ketch her taking things dat a way at de Merry Circle Club Meetin’ nex’ 
time, dey will put her out ob hit?” 

Mirandy’s mistress enters, and as she hears Mirandy talking, she stops and 
stands a short distance behind Mirandy, with her hands upon her hips. 
Mirandy does not know that her mistress has come into the room, and she 
continues talking. 

“Lissen yer, nigger, you’se quit talking dat way "bout my Missus. You’se 
better hear some things dat I’se heared *bout yo’r Missus. My Missus sez 
yo’r Missus am stingy. She sez she gib de cheap’st prizes at her bridge 
party. She sez she am so tight, she am closer than de nex’ minute. My 
Missus wouldn’t hab nerbe ter gib sich cheap prizes ez yo’r Missus gib. 
You’se otter see de swell prizes she am gwinter gib ter dem dat make de 
highes’ score, an’ lowes’ score w’at ever dat means. Huh? Well. TI’se ain’t 
s’posed ter tell youse w’at she am gwinter gib fo’ prizes, kaze hit might git 
back ter de fokes dat am ’vited, but lissen, dey sho’ must ob costed o” heaps 
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o’ money. En she am gwinter hab swell grub, too. No, she didn’t carry 
dem silver things ter de pawn shop en git money fer dem, kaze she didn’t 
hab dem ter carry. She didn’t swipe dem! She don’t want nobody’s silver 
in dis yer town ’cept her own. 

En annudder thing, she ain’t gwinter be put out ob de club either. She 
am too good. She am sec’udtary ob hit, en dey can’t do wid out her. W’at 
dat you’se say? Well, hit seems dat she am de only un in dis yer town 
cap’ble fer sec’utary, kaze she hab bin hit fer a long time, en—” 

Mirandy hears a slight noise behind her. She turns her head and sees her 
mistress looking at her. She drops the receiver, and stammers, ‘““Um, um?— 
er—er!”’ She backs hastily toward the door. 


I CHOOSE TO SMILE 


MARGARET BOYERS 


You call me fool, jester, yes? 

Tis better by far, I guess, 

To laugh whatever goes wrong, 
And have instead of sighs, a song- 


Tis better by far, ah yes, I know, 
To smile and sing and so 
Let the world know you’re happy. 


Ah smiles and laughs cover many a tear, 
Hide many a care that’s gone with the year. 
Oh, question if you like all the while. 

I care not—I choose to smile. 
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Camouflaged 


WaNpbDA SANGER 


~1OHN Hunt’s wife was dead and his two daughters were married. 
John divided the mother’s share of their belongings between his 
| two daughters, and with his own—a trifling amount—wandered 

aimlessly to a far country. Living alone may do many things to 
| a man; for instance, it may cause him to eat with his knife or 
go without his collar. 

Evelyn, the elder daughter, wrote every week to her father; Katherine 
the younger, wrote briefly once a month. And in answer to one of 
Evelyn’s letters, after long years of absence, John announced his intention 
of coming for a visit. Evelyn came running breathlessly into her sister’s 
house, ““Oh, Katherine, Father is coming for a visit.” 

Katherine dropped into the nearest chair. “It doesn’t suit me to have 
Father now—I have every (Evelyn looked her surprise) room in the house 
taken.” 

“There is Jane’s room, Katherine, and 

“Jane needs her room. Besides, there is that college girl coming—and who 
knows what careless habits Father has let himself get into. I simply can’t 
have him ¢his time.” 

Evelyn went thoughtfully home. “In that big house, Katherine had 
only her family, and we have all the kiddies and people boarding. But 
we'll have to bunch up somehow for there must be room for Father. 
There’ll always be a place for him in my house.” 

John Hunt arrived earlier than he was expected at Evelyn’s—but with- 
out his baggage. Evelyn ushered him into an airy, comfortable room say- 
ing she would have his baggage brought over. 

“T’ve got a surprise for you, John told his daughter later in the evening, 
I have come back to stay. I moved into a little house in the suburbs.” 

“Father, you'll be so lonely vs 

“Tl be all right. I’ve heard one house ain’t big enough for two fam- 
ilies, and I ain’t crowded nobody yet. I'll just take a bite of supper with 
you and then I'll run in to see Kate as I go back to the shack.” 

When the meal was finished, Evelyn sent this note to her younger sister: 
“Father is coming to your house in a few minutes—he is so eager to see 
you. He has taken a small house and is living alone. I am sorry because 
I know he needs us. Poor Father. oe 

John Hunt did not live alone long, before he was called to his heavenly 
home. He had left a sealed note containing just enough funds for a decent 
disposition of his body. He directed that such househould goods as he 
possessed should be divided equally between his two daughters. He wanted 
one to have his rocker, the other, the armchair. 

The few articles received at Evelyn’s were dusted tenderly and placed in 
Evelyn’s room. Katherine met the driver of the transfer: ‘“‘ Take those 


things to Stowe’s repair shop, please. They must be renovated before I 
can use them here.” 
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Two days later Katherine’s telephone rang. “Katherine, O Katherine—!” 
Evelyn was greatly excited. “Look, in your chair back, look.” One of 
the children pulled ten thousand dollars in cash out of Father’s old over- 
stuffed rocker.” 

Katherine paled. “I—sent them to Stowe’s—for refinishing—I’ll have 
them brought back, right away.” Hastily she called up the elder Stowe—, 
“T’ve changed my mind about Father’s armchair. Don’t touch it—I want it 
left just as it is Hello, what is that? You have finished it—burnt it?” 

The Stowes toured the continent that summer, and came back to a com- 
fortable home on the avenue. 


A PROMISE 


MiLpRED GRAHAM 


I dreamed last night 
A dream of God; 

Of starry paths 
Where angels trod. 


Of silver tips 
To stars impressed; 
Of music swelled — 
With souls at rest. 


As soft as clouds 
It slowly rose; 

A sparkling lilt 
Before the close. 


A promise to man 
In notes so true; 
Of a golden hereafter. 
For me and you. 
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HARRISONBURG 
BERNICE SLOOP 


Oh Harrisonburg, 
Thou city, which doth seem but commonplace 
To that indifferent, hurrying passer-by, 
Thou art not such to those who hold thee dear 
And thy defections judge with kindlier eye 
For thou art Home, and thus art sanctified. 


We see thee as a small, though brilliant gem, 
Whose flashing rays reach out with distant gleam 
Or, nearer us, send out their glowing light 

And ever shine, though each must send its beam 
According to its greatness. These reflect 

The ever-changing colors which adorn 

Its cushion—Winter’s frigid chill doth bring 

A glow of purity, and virgin snow 

Is but a soft, white pillow, nestling ’round. 


In Spring this jewel gives a verdant gleam 
Which tells of life reviving, and it shows 
The pinks, the whites, and soft new greens, which are 
The gala-garments of the apple trees, 

While with a fainted glow it doth portray 
Encircling hills and mountains, ’wakening 
To consciousness of new and greater life. 


Now Summer comes, and with her luxury 
Of leafy trees and blossoms, with her fruits 
And all things beautiful she makes a ray 
Of richest splendor. Sunny streets abound 
With humans, seeking in the summer breeze 
A brief respite from heavy care and toil. 


Autumn, triumphant, fair, and glorious 

In grandeur sweeps upon her radiant path 

Of splendid color—leaves of red and gold 

Festoon the trees, while luscious fruit hangs down 
Most temptingly. At eve in dusky streets 

Are seen the forms of children, flitting ‘round 

A bonfire’s leaping flames; this is the time 

Our gem is made to shine most brilliantly— 

When Summer doth begin to say “farewell.” 


Oh Harrisonburg, 
Our gem, in fair and wondrous landscape set, 
We sing to thee in words of loyalty. 
For in our hearts doth dwell a hidden spring 
We scarce suspect—it is our love for thee, 
For thou art Home—our home, O Harrisonburg. 
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The Mystic Knights of the Sea 


JoHN DILworTH 


ELL, Captain,” I remarked, “‘you say you had an exciting adven- 
ture this summer. Will you tell me about it?” 

ev: In reply my friend, Captain Grundy, drew his chair nearer the 
| fire and deliberately lit his pipe. After he had taken a few puffs 
‘S| he started. ‘Well, it was this way. As you know I have been 
bumming around the world taking any diving job that looked 
inviting. Last June I was in Manila looking for a job, when I met a fellow 
who wanted a good diver. He said that some time ago a ship carrying ten 
million in gold had sunk off the southwest coast of Borneo, and he intended 
to salvage it. It looked like a good job, so I signed up. 

“The ‘Kingfish’ was a trim craft so we made good time and soon reached 
the place where the ill-fated ship had sunk. After a good deal of dragging 
we found her. She lay off a shoal in about fifteen fathoms of water. 

“{ had excellent equipment and the weather was fair, so we made good 
progress. In about three weeks we had it nearly all up. It was the real 
stuff, too. 

“The last night I came up feeling as happy as a flying fish, I had done 
a lot of hard and dangerous work, but now we had the bullion all up with 
the exception of one case. I figured it was worth a half million then, and 
that surely is a good feeling. 

“The next morning I went down quite excited. This was my last trip 
down in this God-forsaken sea, or any sea for that matter. 

“T reached the sloping deck of the submerged vessel and walked aft, 
pulling after me the chain that I was to fasten in the ring of that one 
remaining steel chest. 

“To one who has never been down, it is hard to describe the bottom of 
the sea. It reminds me of a dream. You can hardly see and there is no 
sound at all. You cannot move freely or swiftly. The deck was covered 
with slime, and on the coral nearby tremendous plants looked like ghosts 
in the gloom. It is nearly dark at that depth, and even a powerful lamp 
makes little impression in the translucent liquid. Then, too, there is 
always the knowledge that if anything happens to your air hose you are 
gone. 

“The last box was safely on its way up and I walked across the deck to 
a place where I could rise clear of the masts and rigging. I was about to 
give the signal to rise, when suddenly I saw a school of brachkas swimming 
about in the gloom. The natives gave them this name and it means devils 
of the sea. 

“My blood froze in my veins and I stood still in my tracks in hope that 
they wouldn’t see me. A shark is tame beside them. They eat any living 
thing and attack without any provocation, but since they are not found 
except in a few places, and then only in deep water, little is known of them. 
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“Then I carefully moved back into the shadow of the cabins, where I 
crouched hiding, fearing to breathe lest they should see me. Luckily, 
however, they appeared not to notice me, and I breathed a sigh of relief. 

“J began to feel that I was safe when I felt a slight tug at my suit. 
Startled I looked quickly around, and I know that I shrieked like a maniac 
at the sight that met my eyes. 

“T looked straight into the cold, cruel eyes of a giant octopus. He had 
grasped me with one tenacle, and was deliberately reaching for me with 
another.- I knew there was no hope. 

“Radiating from a center were eight giant, snakey arms lined on the 
inside from tip to center with little round discs. The pulpy mass which 
might be called a body was horrible and revolting. It had two cold, savage 
eyes which protruded from the head like bulbs. Then there was the mouth 
—Oh, that horrible mouth—which resembled a beak more than anything 
else. The whole thing was a writhing, jelly-like mass, cold, bloodless, and 
flabby. 

‘““My terror was indescribable. I don’t remember much now, but I know 
I was frenzied. I strained and tore at the arms I could reach, and the same 
time screaming and cursing—maybe I prayed; I don’t remember now. 
Finally I got one arm free and grabbed at the sharp, two-edged knife which 
every diver carries, and cut off the end of one arm. In his pain—if the 
thing knew what pain was—the squid ejected that inky fluid which discolors 
the surrounding water. He obtained another hold on me and started pulling 
me toward that gruesome beak. I cut and hacked, but it was of no avail. 

“A dark shape loomed up and I noticed that it was a brachka, but I was 
too petrified to pay much attention to it, although I did hope it would 
kill me before I reached that cruel beak. They swam closer, but evidently 
didn’t like the rubber of my suit, for they quickly left. 

“I didn’t see what happened until I was suddenly thrown down on deck, 
and a commotion started nearby. Suddenly it dawned upon me—the fish 
had attacked the octopus. Hope returned and I hacked with my knife 
until I freed myself. I yanked upon my life line three times—the emer- 
gency signal. The creatures were too engrossed in their own fight to 
notice me, so I escaped. 

“T got half a million dollars on that trip. So I think I shall stay right here 
and do the rest of my diving in a swimming pool.” 
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Humanity’s Protector 


Haro_p J. BLossEr 


)|1D you ever stop, and give yourself a moment to look back over 
| the time and energy that goes to make the clothes that you wear? 
If you do you will get a vision of the toil and labor of the 
South, and the industry of the North painted into one picture 
of varied hues. 

When you unroll a bolt of cloth just stop and gaze at the mass 
a few minutes, and you will see before you a picture slowly unfolding itself. 
Here is a roll of cotton cloth. We watch it a little, and presently we see 
a field of plowmen cutting their way back and forth until the fertile loam 
is like a piece of cotton itself. Then as this picture fades another takes 
its place, and this time we see the negroes planting seeds that will some 
day bring forth the flowering plant called the cotton plant. The plant 
grows and blossoms. Oh, what a sight to sees a cotton field in full bloom. 
There are colors of pink or white of such a delicate shade that they look 
as though they had been taken from the rainbow itself on its last visit to 
the Sunny Southland. But this picture lasts only a short time as the blos- 
som closes and dries, and in its stead comes a hard brown bowl and again 
the vision fades. 

We turn the bolt of goods over again, and instantly we see the continu- 
ation of our story. But this time, instead of seeing a common old weed with 
just seed pods, we behold a panorama of snow-like substance scattered com- 
pletely over the country-side. Weaving their way in and out among the 
waist-high plants, we see the “darkies” loading their baskets with the soft, 
downy stuff. And running to and fro and darting here and there, are the 
little pickaninnies having their own fun. But look, the picture has van- 
ished, and another occupies the spot. The workers are unloading their bas- 
kets into the great mouth of a giant machine that eats the material and 
spits out the seeds, just like a human eating a luscious pomegranates. Over 
to the edge of the vision we behold other workmen feeding the fibers into 
larger cubes resembling the communion bread of some mammoth race. The 
picture moves up a space and again the “‘darkies” are laboring with the large 
cubes,, this time loading them on a river craft. 

Let us travel with these cubes on their journey and go down the river 
to the mill. On each side of our boat we behold, as far as the eye can per- 
ceive, vast fields of the same white cotton which is receiving the operations 
described on our paintings. Our boat pulls up to the wharf, and our car- 
go is unloaded. But see! Our vision is again changing. This time it brings 
out another great division of this industry. Thousands of wheels are hum- 
ming and whirring. The same fibers that we took into the building are 
being drawn out into threads, like a large spider spinning his web. 

Our machine again moves and now we see workers at machines which 
are weaving our former spider threads into the endless belt of snow-white 
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sheets. Our vision fades and does not return. We finish unfolding the 
cloth, and have lingering mind pictures of the life of the little cotton plant. 

But our minds are not dead. We look into the future and there behold 
vast millions of peoples all wearing the garments of tiny threads. We can 
see no end of the life of our cotton friend, but an eternal cycle of service 
to humanity. 


HIS HEART STANDS STILL 


ANNE KEISTER 


Pride of my heart, 

Now I see 

Keeping the love light burning 
Within her breast 

For me, 

For me alone! 


Dear little pal, 

So gay 

Waiting to welcome me 
At the end of 

Each day, 

Waiting alone. 


Heav’ns precious gift, 
So dear 

Now keeps us company 
As hours go 

Along 

Their trail. 


Perle ieAs) 27 


How to Keep from Being Bitten by A Dog 


Harry BLaTrT 


IRST of all, upon meeting your dog, look him in the eye, advance 
]| firmly toward him and talk to him thus: “Nice doggie. pretty 
Towser, Fido, Hector, Rover.” If none of these names gets his 
attention, retire gracefully to plan the next method of attack. 
There are many methods of warfare in dealing with biting dogs. 
One of the best is to teach the dog to shoot crap. He will lose 
his skin and be embarrassed to death. Some of the best Experts-on-Not- 
Being-Bitten-by Dogs tell us that we should have the dog run for Presi- 
dent of Mexico. He will be elected and killed in the ensuing revolution. 

Diplomacy is sometimes used to good effect. For instance, give the dog 
a trombone. He will think he is Roy Frye and he will join an orchestra. 
He will then blow himself out. : 

If it is a handsome dog, tell him that he looks like Rudy Vallee. He will 
go on the stage, be swamped with movie offers and drowned. 

Tell the dog about his pedigree. He will be stuck up, and be ashamed 
to bite such a low person. 

If you wish, teach the dog to speak French. He will then eat nothing 
but snails. Or, convert him to Hinduism. His religion will then forbid 
him to eat meat. ; 

If you have a Scotch neighbor, give him the dog, who will then starve 
to death. 

Sometimes the dog can be shown the error of his ways. He will repent 
of his sins, join the church and lead a useful life. 

One of the methods advocated by the Old School of Experts-on-Not 
Being-Bitten-by Dogs is to pick up a rock, throw it at the dog, point the 
feet in the opposite direction and give them a good start. 


THE REJOICING MOMENT 
DorotHy LINEWEAVER 


I sat beneath the pale moon beams, 
Watching and waiting to hear 

What the sentence would be for a loved one, 
A loved one so kind and dear. 


I loved this boy with all my heart, 

And never knew it until now, 

Now, that he was about to go from me 

I realized that I should have taken the vow. 


At last, the court doors opened, 

And the people outward poured 

Yelling, ““He’s Saved, he’s saved, God bless him!” 
And that was the end of the court. 
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False Hopes 


JuNE TALIAFERRO 


Scene I—Closet of young girl’s room in which are hanging many dresses 
of all hues. Some are hung neatly on hangers while others are pushed 
back carelessly. On the floor are rows of shoes for every occasion. 

Blue crepe de chine dress. Well, I suppose we will have to step back to 
let the newcomer take the favorite place with Betty. I heard her say 
that her new dress will be sent out today. 

Pink silk dress. I guess we will. Wonder what it will be like. I re- 
member when I first came to live here, how Betty thought I was the 
prettiest of all of you. She always wore me when she wanted to look 
especially dainty and demure. 

Orange dress. But Betty is a very changeable girl you know. Her 
moods call for different dresses to suit them. And I love to have her 
wear me when she is not feeling so full of pep, because then I try to 
make her feel gay and happy. I’m so happy when I succeed. I 
don’t even feel hurt when she slings me across a chair, sometimes to be 
trampled on the floor, instead of hanging me up. 

Black crepe dress. I suppose she wears me when she is really down in 
the dumps and really doesn’t want to be cheered up much. You know 
she even has moods like that. But I try to make her look bewitching 
and entrancing because black is really becoming to her. 

Voice from far conrer. I may not be as pretty as any of you now but at 
one time I was the most gorgeous dress Betty possessed and she simply 
worshipped me. She wore me to her first dance and I can see her 
yet—the most radiantly beautiful creature! She was the most popu- 
lar girl at the dance and all the young men were smitten with her. 
So even though I am only an old taffeta evening dress once I caused 
many hearts to flutter. 

Green satin evening dress. You! I hardly thought Betty would own such 
an out-of-style thing as you are. I’m her latest addition to her evening 
apparel and I’m sure she wouldn’t think of wearing anything but me 
tonight to the dance. 

Old taffeta. Oh, I really am not disputing superior beauty, but I expect 
Betty at least has some sweet memories, that she wouldn’t have had 
without me. 

Flowered chiffon. The first time Betty wore me she went to an inform- 
al dance and it was there she met Dick. So you see why she should be 
especially fond of me. 

Black brocade shoes. Well, I guess I’ve seen my best days, but I’ll go 
to my doom happy because I’ve given Betty such a good time. She 
also wore me the day she met Dick. 

White oxfords: I, too, have stepped back for newer shoes, but at least 
Pve seen my share of tennis, golf, and walking. I’ve been somewhat 
abused, it’s true, but what could I expect? 
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New orchid dress. I haven’t been worn very much but I know Betty 
likes me because of her exclamation of joy when she first saw me. I’m 
sure I’ll see much more wear. 

Other dresses. But not one of us is terribly old and I’m quite sure 
Betty’s wardrobe is the prettiest of any girl’s in her crowd. I know 
she is proud of all of us. 

(A sudden burst of the door and Betty rushes in flinging hat and coat 
on bed. Dashes to the closet.) 

Betty. Oh horrors! Look at all those messy dresses. Not a decent 
thing in the whole lot. My new dress is the only presentable thing 
I possess and I don’t quite possess that yet. I hate every one of these 
things, but I’m in a terrible hurry. Come here, you old black rag! 


DAY DREAMS 
KATHRYN HARLIN 


As I sit all alone just thinking 

Of the days of long ago, 

I wonder what I would do and say 
If I could begin life anew today. 


Would I be just the same as I always was, 
Or would I try to do better 

And help people along life’s road 
Who, like me, have a burdensome load. 


Then I see myself in the days to come 

Sitting alone by the fire. 

A treasure in my hand in the form of a book 
But in my eyes now ’most dim, a far-away look 
As if I were thinking of starting anew 

The game that is won by only a few. 


And then I realize that if I ever 
Make something out of my life, 
I can’t sit down and day dream all day 
Or I really will find life’s wasted away. 
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That Mystery We Call Instinct 


BERNICE SLOOP 


E WERE silghtly destitute as to pecuniary matters that summer— 
Cappy and I—and, being somewhat “talented” in wit, as we 
thought, we decided to earn our daily bread as clowns in the 
Bradbury Circus. And that is how we happened to know 
Dolores Bordoni, Stephen Arlynn, and the Serpent. 

Stephen was a rather serious, likable fellow, and it did not 
take us long to become friends. Among his confidences, Stephen told us 
that he was traveling with the circus to get enough money to marry 
Dolores Bordini, whom the circus was advertising as the ‘“‘Greatest Snake 
Charmer in the World.” This title did not sound very inviting to us, 
as Cappy once said to me, “Fancy actually marrying one of those creatures!” 
Fortunately, however, we said nothing like this to Stephen, and, after sev- 
eral days, we were introduced to this “charming snake’”—Cappy again. 
She was a tiny, dark, almost shy girl, whose face was unusually sweet for 
one found in the ring. 

During our conversation with the girl, one of us happened to mention 
Zumbae, the huge serpent which she was training. A slight shudder shook 
her at the name, and Stephen interposed hastily, ‘“‘ I say, fellows, would 
you mind not talking about that boa-constrictor to Dolores? She gets a 
bit nervous when she thinks of it.” 

Of course, Cappy and I immediately said the proper ‘‘certainly not,” but 
there must have been a queer expression on our faces. A snake charmer afraid 
of her snake! We were surly “flabbergasted.” 

Whether or not she noticed those strange looks of ours, the girl began 
a little explanation. “I’ve always loved birds and animals,” she said, ‘‘and 
I think I understand them to a great extent; but I have learned that once 
a wild creautre finds that anything fears it, it will seek to destroy or do 
harm to that thing. I am desperately afraid of—of Zumbae, but I—I try 
not to think of it, and have, in some way, managed to appear calm and 
unafraid around him, even when he twines his slimy body around and 
around my arms. But I am afraid that sometime I—I shall weaken, and 
he will—he will know—oh, I’m sure he will know! And then eed WS 
girl almost fainted in her horror at the scene her thoughts had suggested. 

After that episode, we were all very careful around Dolores, and held 
our conversation as far away from snakedom as it was possible. We also 
tried to entertain her and keep her mind away from any thoughts of her 
most disagreeable work. 


* * * * * 


It was a warm summer night, and in the big tent a great crowd of people 
were restlessly awaiting the beginning of our “show.” Soon, however, the 
performance started, and everything became more quiet, but as the night 
advanced, the air became hotter and hotter until it was almost stiffling. 
There was a decided restlessness among all the performers, even the animals. 
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Toward the end of the “show,” Dolores was announced, with the usual 
elaborate ceremony, as “Wagoola, the Greatest Snake Charmer in the 
World.” She entered the tent attended by several clowns, among whom 
was Stephen, who was to do a sword-swallowing act. For effect, he had 
fastened a real sword to his side. 

This scene had been planned for a weird effect—Dolores, arrayed in a 
flowing costume, held the central position with Zumbae beside her, while 
around her in a semi-cirvle stood the clowns, looking like ghostly crea- 
tures from another world. Over them all there played a greenish 
ghastly light, which flickered strangely, so that the whole scene seemed 
unreal. 

Dolores’ performance was unusually brilliant that night, and the au- 
dience was breathless at her daring. As a final act she threw up her hand 
to receive the applause, and the snake glided slowly up her arm—she lifted 
the other arm—the serpent encircled that also, forming over her head a 
living arch. There was a wild roar of applause. 

But even before the noise had ceased, a shrill, unearthly cry of agonized 
terror rent the air, and the girl’s arms were jerked sharply backward, while, 
in the hush which followed the scream, there could be heard the sickening 
sound of a snapping bone. There was a second shriek, and the girl sank 
to her knees. Then did Stephen arouse from his stupor, and, his sword 
gleaming in the ghastly light, he rushed blindly at the maddened creature. 

Who can say what was in the mind of that vile serpent? Who can say 
what prompted that ruthless act of savagery? Was it resentment against 
the human enemy who had seized him and dragged him away from the 
dense, luxurious forests, the unlimited freedom, and the companionship of 
other wild creatures, which had been his undisputed possessions in the un- 
tamed wilderness of his African home? 

Was it inborn desire, which exists in every brute nature, to kill—de- 
stroy—annihilate? Was it merely this desire, aroused only by the restless- 
ness which the warmth of the summer night was causing? 

Or was it the never-failing wisdom of the wild creature, which enables 
it to divine things which can neither be seen, nor heard, nor felt by any 
touch, however delicate? Was it Instinct which had discerned that fear 
in its enemy, and had aroused that blind rage in its unreasoning mind? 
Who, indeed, can say? 
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A Friend in Need 


Marie BILLHEIMER 


=]’M NOT going to have her at my party, Mother, and that settles 
ie} | it! exclaimed eighteen-year-old Laura Winters. ‘“ I hate her 
and you know it! Why do you keep insisting that I have her— 
because she’s the mayor’s daughter?” 

Mrs. Winters sat quietly looking at her daughter during this 
outburst. When she gave her answer it was in very quiet tones, 
quite different from Laura’s speech. “No, Laura, that’s not the reason, 
of which you are aware. The real reason is that she is a nice girl, far nicer 
than Geneva Vint, whom you call your best friend. Geneva does not have 
the personality that Lillian has. Why should you act like this about Lil- 
lian when you know so little about her? After all, you have nothing 
against her.” 

‘How do you know I haven’t? I never did tell you, but that’s not say- 
ing I don’t have lots and lots against her. She’s a sneaking little cat, for 
one thing!” Laura, still flaming with anger, raged on. “It’s my party 
anyway. I don’t see why I can’t ask whomsoever I want. What’s the 
use of having a party if you have to have a bunch of people you don’t 
like and don’t want? ” 

“Laura, I want you to calm down.” Mrs. Winters’ tone was stern. 
‘“There’s nothing to get so excited about. Ill say just one thing more, 
however, I know whom I want you to have at the party, and I’m doing 
the inviting. You will not mention the matter any more, please. It’s all 
settled. With this Mrs. Winters left her only daughter, whose temper 
had not calmed in the least, and went to write the invitations to the party 


which was to be in three weeks. 
% * * a oe 


Our story now diverts to another group of people, quite different from 
the two we have just met. They are a couple of very uncouth persons 
who badly need money, as we can tell by their appearance. 

“Now lissen t’me a minute and I’ll tell you how t’do,” said the one 
called Bill. ‘‘You’ve heard about de party. All de rich jakes’ kids ’Il be 
there. Are you sure you know the Winters’ Jane?” 

“Yeh, I know her all right,” answered the other. ‘She’s the good lookin’ 
blonde that comes down the road in that swell-lookin’ car sometimes. I 
know her all right.” 

“You've got her spotted, that’s sure. She'll come out o’ de house some 
time durin’ de night and den you sneak along and grab ’er. Don’t let’er 
holler or yer name’s mud. Now mind whatcha do ’cause they’s ten thousan’ 
berries in it fer us.” 

This conversation took place right behind a barn not far from the Winters’ 
home. After reassuring each other that they would meet at the same place 


the following night, the night of the party, they separated, taking opposite 
directions. 
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The party in commemoration of Laura’s eighteenth birthday was to be 
a gorgeous affair. The lovely old Winters’ house was decked with flowers 
of all colors. Their fragrance filled the whole atmosphere with perfume. 
Laura, too, was a perfect dream. She was dressed in a beautiful blue evening 
gown which just matched her eyes and set off her hair so that it looked like 
a halo of gold. There was a wonderful jazz band to play all the latest 
dance numbers in the spacious ball room. It was all so exciting that Laura 
had almost forgotten about the dispute over the guests three weeks before. 

Guests began to arrive and fill the ball room and porches. Almost two 
hundred people had been invited. About five minutes before the time set 
for the party to begin, Lillian came. Laura had fallen back on the thought 
that perhaps Lillian would not come at all, even after being invited, as the 
dislike which she had for her was no secret between them; but there she was, 
and the best had to be made of it. 

Between dances the whole party would move to the porches beside and in 
front of the house. At one of these intermissions, Laura saw something 
move behind one of the evergreens in the yard. Thinking it was her shep- 
herd dog, she said nothing to anybody but slipped from the porch to bring 
Shep in. No one but Lillian saw her, as the attention of the guests was on 
Dick Carter, who was playing the ukulele and singing. Laura had no 
sooner touched the ground than she was grabbed from behind and some- 
thing white was put in her mouth before she could recover enough from her 
surprise to scream. Lillian thought nothing of it when she saw Laura leave 
the porch, but when she saw her being carried away, she started to scream. 
“Somebody help! They’ve got Laura! Hurry! Help!” she yelled at the 
top of her voice. She did not wait for anyone else to come, but went run- 
ning after Laura as fast as she could go. 

Geneva had seen Laura being carried away, but it did not seem to alarm 
her. “Let her go,” she said. “Her dad’s got money enough to pay for it. 
It would be a good riddance anyway.” 

Lillian got to the kidnappers’ car just in time to see Laura being shoved 
in by one of the men. On spying Lillian, they jumped in the car and in a 
flash they were gone, taking Laura. Lillian was screaming with all her 
might and at last the other guests did arrive on the scene. 

“They’ve got Laura in that car! Hurry! They’ll kill her! She’s being 
kidnapped! Chase them!” The rest of the party did not know what to 
make of this disjoined conversation, but they took it to mean that they 
must follow a car. Bob Davidson got in his car; Lillian who hardly knew 
what she was doing, got in also, and several others followed. They 
drove at sixty miles an hour for about five minutes until they caught sight 
of the other car. They chased it for perhaps a mile, now gaining on it, 
now losing. ‘Then it happened. The back tire of the kidnappers’ blew 
out with such force that it almost overturned the whole car. The drivers 
were determined not to stop, but their speed was slackened so much by the 
blown-out tire that it was almost easy for Bob to catch up. He passed and, 
being an excellent driver, swung across the narrow road in an instant, which 
prevented the other car from passing. 


irre 


34 THE TAJ 


When they saw that they were cornered, the kidnappers jumped out and 
attempted to escape across the fields, but some of the boys caught them and 
binding them with some pieces of rope they found, put them in 
the car. Lillian ran to the other car to see if Laura were hurt and found her 
lying on the back seat unconscious. The blood was streaming from a gash 
in her forehead. 

When the party got back to the Winters’ home, Laura had not regained 
consciousness. She was carried into the house and in order not to disturb 
her, Mrs. Winters asked the guests to ieave. Lillian stayed until the doctor 
had dressed Laura’s head. When she left, a half-hour after the others, 
Laura had not regained consciousness. 

The next morning at exactly ten o’clock, Lillian was called to the tele- 
phone. To her utter surprise, it was Laura. 

“Lillian,” she began, “mother has told me all about last night and I’m so 
grateful to you I don’t know how to express it. You saved my life. If it 
hadn’t been for you, I should - 

“I did only what I would do for anyone, Laura. I didn’t risk my life 
and I don’t see any reason why you should thank me.” 

“There’s a bigger reason, really than that, though, Lillian, that I called 
you up. I want to apologize for my actions toward you. Geneva told 
me things about you and I believed them. I want you to know that I’m 
sorry that I did. I see now who my friend is. ‘A friend in need is a friend 
indeed.’ Geneva said you were a sneaking little cat, but she is that herself 
and more besides. Mother told me how she acted last night. Lillian. I love 
you for the way you stood by me. Mother told me what you did and I 
know now that Geneva was false. But now for the question—tell me, why 
did you treat me as you did, knowing how I felt about you?” 

“Well,” said Lillian, “I happened to know that Geneva had prejudiced 
you against me. She has never liked me since I censured her for cheating 
on an English test. I have known Geneva a great deal longer than you 
have, and I knew that some time she would show you her real nature. 
That’s the reason I stuck by you. I knew that you weren’t responsible be- 
cause she had pretended to be your friend and you naturally believed her.” 

“I’m sorry I believed her,” replied Laura, “but I didn’t know any better. 
They say love is blind and I think friendship is too. But there’s something 
else—can you come out for a week-end next month? I’m going to have a 
house party and I’ll guarantee that Geneva won’t be here.” 
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THE COMPLETE SHERLOCK HOLMES—Memorial Edition, Sir Ar- 
thur Conan Doyle; Doubleday, Doran & Co., Garden City, New York. 

Soon after Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s death, a group of book judges held 
their regular monthly meeting. His American publishers put the 
problem before this club of printing a complete collection of these famous 
detective stories. Now it is possible to purchase the complete Sherlock 
Holmes in two volumes, a thing which was never before possible in America. 

Great critics have compared Doyle’s stories with those of the detective 
story inventor, Edgar Allan Poe, and have found Doyle’s stories to be much 
superior. Poe had two serious deficiencies, one was the lack of number, 
the fact that he wrote too few, the other deficiency was his lack of ability 
in character study. The Sherlock Holmes stories appear to have overcome 
these deficiencies and also united them with the other admirable and best 
qualities of the short mystery story. 

How enviable are the first readers of these skillful and most varied stories! 
The formula for all the tales is substantially the same-but it is a theme upon 
which variations are endlessly interesting. And Sherlock Holmes himself 
is freed from the commonplaces of life by his own disillusions, he has ac- 
quired a degree of science in an age where he becomes a superman but not 
supernatural. He is the best of his kind, and it is hard to conceive of a 
repetition of his success unless some new creator can use the resources of the 
new psychology for rationalized mysteries of a new kind. 

Conan Doyle has said that people often asked him if there was a real 
Sherlock Holmes and where he lived on Baker Street. Even a most ex- 
perienced reader, at times has to pull himself up to realize that this master- 
detective was a fictitious character, so familiar has he become to our common 
tradition. Nevertheless, there may have been a starting point for a con- 
ception of the real person—a Dr. Bell, under whom Doyle studied at 
Edinburgh University. This doctor was a very skillful surgeon, but his 
strong point was diagnosis, not only of disease but of occupation and char- 
acter. Hence the likeness to the fictitious character of the well-known 


Sherlock Holmes. 
Roa 


QUIET STREET—Michael Ossorgin; The Dial Press. $2.50. 
Quiet street is a very conventional place. The old ornithologist walks 
it as the very birds of his life sail the tranquil skies. The street is located 
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deep in the recesses of this old scholar’s mind. He is very brilliant, this 
grandfather of the appealing Tanyusha Mihailovna. 

All “Quiet Street” is not conventional, for it is intrinsically a remarkable 
history of the Great War and the Revolution which followed in Russia. 
The vivid reality is more than fascinating. It is irresistible. Horrible 
deaths, glorious, ceaseless dying intensify the inhumanity of the hell called 
war. The Trunk died a thousand deaths with each thought of his once 
pure, holy body. The irony of such situations is appalling. The wretched 
conditions are unbearable to civilized nations. It is incredible that a civili- 
zation so mature and cultured as ours cannot seek a way to alleviate the 
most detrimental foe of all mankind and end forever the theft of beautiful 
souls from the paradise of life. 

It is impossible not to feel the exquisite passion of Edward Lvovitch’s 
desire to create something lasting for the vast world of music lovers. To 
Tanyusha, he dedicates his marvelous work of genius without any knowl- 
edge of his accomplishment. Tanyusha, too, is the embodiment of every- 
thing in the music which is lasting and true. With the grace and charm 
of a lovely young woman she gives all to Pyotr Pavlovitch in the final sur- 
render of love. 


A. EK 


THE LONE COWBOY—Will James; edited by Charles Scribners Sons, 
1930; $27.38 

Here is a book that will fascinate you! Gramatically, it is terrible, and 
yet so interesting is the author and his life’s story that it is pronounced 
wonderful by noted critics and those who read it! 

Author of the well known book “Smokey,” Will James is a real hard 
riding, broncho-busting cowboy from the “wild” West who possesses the 
talents of drawing and narration to an unusual degree. This is the true 
story of his life up until now. He uses such incorrect expressions as “T 
seen” and “I done,” and the whole tory is in plain, uneducated, cowboy 
“lingo,” but it is written in such a clean, straight-forward, man-to-man 
manner that it will captivate any reader. 

Son of a Texas cowboy, he is left an orphan at the age of four, adopted 
by a roaming trapper, taken into the Canadian wilds, and again left alone 
in the world when “Bopy” drowns. Although he is only ten years old he 
takes their horses and goes to get a job as a cowboy! Exciting and varied 
are his many experiences—rescuing a girl from a vicious stallion, his first 
love affair, twice in jail—once for murder and once for cattle stealing— 
severely injured by “bucking broncos,” robbed of his payroll by an “actress,” 
in the army, and trying to make his living as an artist, furnish plenty of 
thrills and excitement in this book which has its setting in the western half 
of the American Continent. 

Much of the fascination of this book is due to the numerous sketches 
which were drawn by the author. He practiced drawing the things he 
loved, mainly horses and cowboys, from the time he was able to draw in 
the sand, and he has now attained a high degree of perfection, as his illustra- 
tions indicate. 
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If you read the first chapter of this book and don’t read the rest of it as 
quickly as possible, something is wrong with you—not the book. 


aL, 
THE EDWARDIANS—YV. Sackville West; Doubleday, Doran, & Co. 


This novel is a true representation of the superfluity and real uselessness 
of the English society life in 1905. It is not only of the society functions 
but the extra seclusion of the noble set. It is written in a very attractive 
style and many expressions show that th author is an accomplished student 
of human nature. In the code of this class of people, there were unwritten 
laws forbidding any scandal from going beyond the ears of the circle. 

Young Sebastian Levison, a nobleman born into this class, was attractive, 
good-looking, and eligible for any young woman of the same class. After 
meeting Leonard Anquetil, an adventurer, his ideals were changed and he 
found himself feeling dissatisfied with the ease and luxury of the English 
nobleman. Finally, after nearly succumbing to a life of regularity and 
sameness, he decides to go off on an expedition with Anquetil and learn 
something about the real working side of life. 

The reader of this book will be delighted with the charm and plight of 
Lady Sylvia Roehampton, the independence of Viola Levison, and the nat- 
ural individuality of Pauline, who was the girl forming Sebastian’s fourth 
love affair. This piece of literature will appeal to your sense of freedom 
and independence and also to the romantic side of your nature. 

“The Edwardians” was picked by the Literary Guild as a good book be- 
cause it really is an extraordinary piece of literature. 


Ronke 


SPORTS 
JOHN ROBERT SWITZER 


The time has come to drop the cleats, 
The season’s over with few defeats. 

A couple got hurt, which wasn’t so choice, 
But we'll call it a day, and all rejoice. 


Football is over, just the same, 

Soon we'll be playing another game. 

This time it’s basketball, truly fast, 

Of course, we'll be better than in the past. 
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Allen Hausenfluck 
Timothy Hering 
Katherine Sullivan 
Charlotte Mauzy 


Did You Wonder? 


LEONA MILLER 


Who missed the School News and Alumni departments in the last issue 
of THe Tay? 

In the criticism we received with THE Tay of 1929-1930 from the In- 
ternational Press Association they advised the elimination of these depart- 
ments if we desired a magazine with more literary weight. 

Good counsel never comes amiss and we also appreciate criticism when it 
is for our paper’s improvements. We therefore omitted these sections in 
the last issue. From various remarks and comments we find that this type: 
without the Alumni notes and School News is not as favorable as we antici- 
pated. As you see the staff has readopted these former departments because: 
first, THE Tay is our only school publication and must, therefore, be far- 
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reaching—school news and activities of our various clubs necessitate a 
special section to speak for themselves; second, the continued interest of our 
alumni subscribers depends upon these sections since they search there for the 
news of their Alma Mater and the whereabouts of their old school chums. 

The present staff knows that the shoes of one will not always fit another 
as everything has its place; and as long as THe Taj is our only school 
publication, we must stick to the things that make our paper sell and please 
our subscribers. 


Plagiarism 
DorotHy Davis 


Much has been thought, said, and written, about plagiarism. It is one 
of the greatest evils that confronts magazines and school papers. Re- 
cently it has gained more headway than ever before. Probably this is due 
to underlying forces, and conditions of the present generation. Even with 
children in the grades this evil had its beginning. Many and many a time a 
teacher has praised a brilliant student before the class about some work he 
has done, and compared others with him, until children of less ability have 
almost been forced to copy so as to receive a little recognition also. This 
is only human nature, however, and should be crushed and eliminiated en- 
tirely when the child is still young. 

Modern conditions have taken such a strong hold on life, that now every- 
thing is done as speedily as possible. There is scarcely time to think out what 
one wants to write, and being pressed for time, naturally the course that is 
usually taken is that of plagiarizing. 

Now when one is required to write something and really doesn’t have 
much originality, the first thing that is thought of is copying someone else’s 
work. 

Plagiarism kills all individuality that may be present in a person, and 
should by all means be prevented. Possibly the way to accomplish this 
would be to appeal to the student’s honor, and instill in him the desire to 
put forth an effort, no matter how insignificant it may appear to be at first. 


Use Your Opportunities 
LEONA MILLER 


“T leave this place on the fifteenth of March, 1931,” said one of the con- 
victs, who was seated in a circle. 

“Just fifty-five and a half more days for me, until I’m homeward bound,” 
said another. 

One old negro, who had heard the speeches of his neighbors around the 
circle with more enthusiasm than the rest st reported, “I beat you all. I leave 
heah on de fust.” 

“The first of what?” questioned one who knew him to have five more 
years. 

“De fust time I gets a chance,” he added without hesitation. 
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When we are as eager and quick to seize our profitable opportunities, as 
the old negro would have been for the wrong kind, we are travelling the 
highway to true success. All the little things that we do to promote 
worthy movements, and help others, go to make this old world a better 
place to live. 

Fortunately we do not have to go far away to begin. Right here at 
school we have our chance. We have an ideal school to radiate its beauty 
if we give it a sufficient setting. Our school grounds have the possibility 
of being one of the most attractive spots in Harrisonburg. Our building 
is new with modern conveniences, and its location is excellent. What more 
could we ask, for a foundation? 

When you are travelling in a new section of the country, you see the 
outward appearances only, and often you frame severe judgments from that 
point of view. It is the same here. Passers-by don’t know what we possess 
inside our school, but judge from the outside’s general appearance. 

Juniors and Seniors, why can’t we take some definite step to aid the 
school ground situation? As it is, it is rocky, ungraded, and has no grass, 
shrubs, flowers, or trees to beautify it. The parking space is muddy in 
rainy weather, and holes in the board walks are eternally catching the blame 
for trapping girls’ heels. 

To make the start, we might buy and set out a tree, and start a fund to 
further the movement. We want to leave our dear old H. H. S. feeling 
that we have helped, and used rather than neglected our opportunity. 

Let’s be up and doing—have a class meeting, choose a committee with 
capable executives, and get to work. As soon as we do these things, our 
views that seemed so vague at first will burst forth in a priceless gem set in 
a green carpet of grass covering the graded lawn. Also we'll have the best 
kind of parking space and cement walks. Reality will be ours when we 
make the start, and set the example which we hope will be carried on after 
us, and our opportunity has not been lost. 


THE STORM 


MARGUERITE SHOWALTER 


Lights glowing, 
Winds blowing, 
Snow falling, 
Birds calling, 

On a winter’s eve. 


Darkness falling, 

Night is calling, 

Still it’s storming, and we 
Hear crashes alarming, 


Then all is still. 
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A Meeting of Old Friends 


ALICE Corns 


Time—1931 
Place—Soda Shoppe, Harrisonburg, Virginia 


Characters—Fred Funkhouser and Richard “Dick” Lineweaver. 

Dick—Howdy, Fred! What are you doing here? Not shipped eh? 
Let’s see, you go to Washington and Lee, don’t you? 

Fred—Yeh, I go to Washington and Lee. Just came home for the holi- 
days. 

Dick—There are quite a few putting their feet under their parents’ tables 
for the holidays. I saw Reid Lineweaver this afternoon. He is home from 
Davidson. 

Fred—What girls are ‘“‘squacks” out at the college? 

Dick—Oh, a long list of them, Janie and Mary Shaver, Madeline Newbill, 
Toddy Berry, Helen Shaver, Elizabeth Kerr, Marietta Dickenson, Margaret 
Thompson, Margaret Hopkins, Virginia Earman, Mary Spitzer, and Estelle 
Fauls. The majority of the girls of our class, I should say. 

Fred—I hear Clement Conger is taking a business course at Strayer’s 
Business College in Washington. Is that right? 

Dick—Sure thing. Hugh Conrad and Woodrow Wilson are in Wash- 
ington too. Hugh is working at the Woolworth store. Woody is looking 
out for the future. He’s working in some kind of lumber business. 

Fred—What’s this I hear about Clarice Lucas? 

Dick—Isn’t that something? She was married to Charles Hammond on 
October 25, 1930. She is now living at his home in Martinsburg, West 
Virginia. 

Fred—I saw Thomas Blatt the other week end. He comes home quite 
ofter for the week end, doesn’t he? 


Dick—Yes. By the way, I saw James Vance and Harold Shomo from 
V. M. I. during the Christmas holidays. 

Fred—Well, I must be going. We'll have another talk about our class 
sometime again. Thanks for the news. 


Dick—’Bye, Fred, old Boy! 
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Scene II 

Time—Same 

Place—Same 

Characters—Estelle Fauls and Nancy Byers 


Estelle—Hi Nancy! Glad to see you. I hear you’re really a Randolph 
Macon enthusiast. 

Nancy—I surely am. Can’t you tell me some news of our class? 

Estelle—Well, “Dick” Lineweaver is working at the Central Chemical 
Company. Hugh O’Donnell is working at Merit Shoe Company. 

Nancy—I hear Irene Miller is working at the Rockingham Memorial 
Hospital and Mary Tutwiler is in training there. 

Estelle—Yes, that is true. By the way, I saw Hettie Turner just selling 
away at Penny’s the other day. I see that Vera Bowman and Marguerite 
Dovel are stenographers at Schewels and Lee Baking Compang respectively. 

Nancy—Where is Clarence Furr, James Johnston and John Converse? 

Estelle—They joined Bill Swartz, Samuel Shrum, Newman Henry at 
A pial sy B 

Nancy—What about Evelyn Shank and Katherine Whitmore? 

Estelle—Evelyn is attending Maryland College for Women at Lutherville, 
Maryland. Katherine is taking a business course here in town. 

Nancy—They tell me Elmer Dickenson came home from Davidson for 
the holidays. 

Estelle—Yes. I saw John Rice in Staunton the other day. He is working 
at the Arcadia up there. 

Nancy—How about Charles Chew? 

Estelle—Charles, Hollen Helbert, Cecil Hartman, and James Mauck are 
running away with Bridgewater. 

Nancy—You certainly have kept up with us, Estelle. Please save any 
news you hear for I’m always interested in the old H. H. S. bunch. 
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CLASS OFFICERS 


All the classes, except tthe Freshmen, met recently and elected their offi- 
cers. They are as follows: 


Seniors 
VETOES) Les ot oh OM 8 Af a Ray Frye 
CES EE TREO GS eel MRS AR a Leona Miller 
Reererarye alice? A TeASULeL s......1:..0.csfascsemeinsyes--s-...+-.. June Taliaferro 
Juniors 
IE ETRET ee ols casas shack geoesed deg dete Marguerite Showalter 
OO EO ES ET AS cy Ser cys Mien Marshall Firebaugh 
eErerary ANd = | reasurety iy ees ics eee kiss. tet eeh Jane Wilton 
Sophomores 
CSCS ee lr ae Nelson Liskey 
ERR PRCRICIONL” ., .: 20s lcdicecietahase «ase ee. Jacob Williamson 
Secretaryand Treasurer &-0....:.......0008,eeeads Charlotte Homan 


Miss Barton is sponsor for the Seniors, Miss Bridges for the Juniors and 
Miss Coffman for the Sophomores. 


GLEE CLUB 


The Harrisonburg High School Glee Club is under the direction of Miss 
Louise Hosmer this year. The officers are: 


(Pes Se A Aiea >. 282 ce te RPO Katherine Sullivan 
are cate RA iss, a eee eRe CRE Ay icy, 2. a June Taliaferro 
Secretary and A reaSurer\<. o..0s.) 0250009. scetaenneee es kshiee Helen Reilly 
PEER EAY IAIN vnc tered hikes hs tale Re «pee Lois Dundore 


The Glee Club has sung for the Parent-Teachers Association several 
times, and it is planning to sing in the various churches soon. It will join 
the Virginia Federation of Music Club, which meets in Charlottesville this 
spring. 

CURRENT HISTORY CLUB 


The Current History Club meets every Friday morning during the acti- 
vity period in the library under the supervision of Mrs. Stanley. The Club 
uses the Literary Digest Magazine as a guide to discuss Current History. 

The officers of the Club are 

OL ga tp ob REA neh A a op Sn 2 Howard Whetzel 
ER GR ETE reo so RRR «Se Kathryn Harlin 
eCrerary dink CASlICOt em, 2.540. 500055.soecsnesssdsrante Harry Blatt 
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LATIN CLUB 


The Omega Delta, composed of all students taking third and fourth 
Latin, and other Latin students who make an average grade of C and pass 
by two-thirds vote of the club, has been organized under the supervision of 
Miss Stribling. The Club organization has the form of the Roman State 
organization. Its purpose is to create interest in Latin. Meetings are held 
every other Thursday during the activity period. The officers are: 


Consuls tii... co eho Kathryn Harlin and Charlotte Mauzy 
CRDSOF ehh eshte s apne eal ae Conrad Logan 
Practor aaiis neva eet oe ee ae Mary Elizabeth Philpott 


At Christmas the Club sent a box to a little boy in Lynchburg, and now, 
plans are being made for a Roman Banquet. 


HI Y CLUB 


A Boys’ Hi Y Club has been organized in the High School with Dr. 
Henry Converse, Dr. J. W. Wright, and Mr. Stanley as advisors. 

Several months ago the Staunton Hi Y Club came here and conducted 
the induction ceremony for Rolland Berry, Allen Hausenfluck, Biedler Helt- 
zel, Marshall Firebaugh, George Roller, La Mar Shomo, Preston Lincoln, 
Montgomery Johnston, Colman Armentrout, and Sherrill Armentrout. 
This ceremony was given by candlelight and was very impressive. 

The Club has a meeting every Monday during activity period. The 
officers are: 


Presiclertt ee cmmtetie's con oes sclecosvuscbeethacbence fens cceaeereaeeme Rolland Berry 
Vices Rirenicteert et sctt: 2. ..:.«-i-0) eesti saee eee Allen Hausenfluck 
Secretatveann + Treasurer) 27 ine lg ee Biedler Heltzel 


Allen Hausenfluck, Montgomery Johnston, and Preston Lincoln were 
sent as delegates to the District Hi Y Conference held in Staunton. Allen 
had the honor of being elected District Secretary. 

Several weeks ago an induction ceremony was held for Charles Weaver, 
Layton Yancey, Richard Jackson, and George Smith. Dr. Wright gave a 
very interesting talk, and afterwards, refreshments were served in the high 
school cafeteria. 

The boys are planning several interesting features; among them are: 
Faculty Night, Best Girl Night, and supper for the Rotary and Kiwanis 
Clubs. 


TERM HONOR ROLL OF HIGH SCHOOL AND JUNIOR HIGH 


SCHOOL 
Beam, Charlotte Irwin, Carl 
Cleveland, Fred : Jackson, Richard 
Dechert, Anne Logan, Bernard 
Dingledine, Raymond Logan, Jane 
Garnett, Mildred McNamee, Gilbert 
Gifford, Daisy May Miller, Janet 
Harlin, Kathryn Miller, Mildred 


Heatwole, Dorris Nielsen, Katybell 
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Phalen, Dolores Switzer, John Robert 
Richards, Ashby Taliaferro, June 
Shomo, La Mar Yancey, Dorothy 


SENIOR RINGS 


The Senior rings have come after much delay. From now on, we will 
know why the Seniors are raising their hands after each question is asked 
in the various classes by “Teacher.” It isn’t only because they know the 
“K-rect” answer, but because they want to display their good-looking rings. 


DO YOU BELIEVE— 
Thelma Berry is a peach 
Howard Whetzel is a dry cell 
DeWitt Shank is a thigh 
Thomas is Strange 
Geneva would Steele 
A knapsack is a sleeping bag 
Joan of Arc was Noah’s wife 
Independent clause is Santa Claus’s brother 
Roy and Ray Fry(e) 
Wanda Sanger sang 
A man could be accused of killing time if he smashed 
a clock 
Nellie Catherine Fauls for all men 
Elizabeth Lamb(ert) likes Virginia Wine 
Little Mervyl can Lay(a)man low 
George Roller-skates yet 
Margaret Pace’s the floor when she doesn’t know her 
lessons 
Reba Ford is a car 
Timothy Hering is a fish 
Charlotte Ho(e) man is a gardner 
CoLista plays a sliding Trumbo(ne) 
Ruby Showalter is a gem 
Our “Hoot” Gibson is the movie star 
Charles Weaver is a tailor 
A baseball coach has four wheels 
Scotland Yards is a lawn 
Long Island Sound is a noise 
Aurelia would Gambill??? 
If you do—well, you’d better see a doctor quick! 
LEE- JACKSON 
The high school observed the birthdays of General Robert E. Lee and Gen- 
eral “Stonewall” Jackson on January 19. 


The Turner Ashby Chapter, Daughters of the Confederacy, and three of 
the Civil War Veterans—General R. M. Colvin, Mr. T. L. Williamson, and 
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Mr. Thomas J. Smucker were present at the exercises. This small delegation 
of veterans indicates how rapidly the Thin Gray Line is fading. 

The program included invocation by Dr. E. B. Jackson, pastor of the Bap- 
tist Church, music by the high school Glee Club, Confederate selections 
by Miss Nelson Maxwell, and a history of the four Confederate flags by Allen 
Hausenfluck, Richard Jackson, Marshall Firebaugh, and GilliamConrad. 

Dr. J. W. Wright, pastor of the U. B. Church, gave the principal address. 
He said that the ideals of General Lee and General Jackson invite us to 
travel upon a greater highway—that of cooperation, loyalty, fidelity clean 
living, personal honor, and social efficiency. We need to follow in their 
footsteps for three reasons: we owe it to ourselves; we owe it to others who 
are less fortunate; and, we owe it to God, the Creator of the Universe. 

After the assembly, the Confederate were served lunch in the cafeteria. 


THE STUDY OF LATIN 


GEORGE SMITH 


I hate the sight of Latin 

I study half the night, 

But when it comes to French 
I have no dreadful fright. 


Conjugations are so hard, 
They never let me rest, 

And every week I have a chill 
When teacher says “‘a test.” 


Oh! who in the world first spoke it, 
He must have been too queer. 

If I should happen upon him now, 
I would run away in fear. 
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Boys’ Basketball 


The H. H. S. can boast of turning out two All-State backfield men in 
Class B this year. Captain Weaver and Riley were chosen. Captain 
Weaver, the fleet half-back, made left-half. Riley, the plunging full-back 
for Harrisonburg, made full-back and was termed the best one in ClassB. 
This was the best football team ever turned out by any H. H. S. coach. 


H. H. S. vs. MCGAHEYSVILLE 


The opening game of the season was played Friday, December12. The 
Blue and White Quint defeated the McGaheysville five by a score of 31 to 
15. The game was never in doubt from the first. 


H. H. S. vs. WEYERS CAVE — 


The H. H. S. Quint ended their second game in a 18 to 17 thriller with 
Weyers Cave. Although the visitors led at half time, 11 to 10, the Blue 
and White did not lack the push that put them over. Heltzel was high 
scorer with nine points to his credit. . 


H. H. S. vs. LINVILLE-EDOM 


The H. H. S. Quint bowed before the Linville-Edom team to the score 
of 18 to 7 and they probably gave the worst exhibition of basketball by 
any Blue and White team for the past three years. Shank’s playing at left 
guard was the only redeeming feature of the game. There was no doubt 
as to the outcome of the game from the beginning. 


H. H. S. vs. EDINBURG 


Determined to make up for their last defeat the Blue and White lads 
crashed through for a 21 to 19 victory over Edinburg. The game was 
nip and tuck from start to finish. 


H. S. S. vs. BRIDGEWATER 


The Blue and White lads won their initial league contest of the season 
when they defeated the Bridgewater Quint by the score of 19 to 11. Al- 
though Bridgewater held the odds the excellent floor work and passing 
gave the H. H. S. lads the lead. Shank was the outsanding player, al- 
though he tied with Heltzel in ringing up points, both had six points to 
their credit. 
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The lineups were: 

Ve Bs Bene DB. Fics 
Shank) Syici.nceh suas eee eee LG earccheg eto ealss, o> Stover 
O'Donnell <n Ae eae Rio G, $k ees Seale eee Soule 
Riley... Skee ee Cone oii, ae ne Shaver 
Helezel 2... Seaeeetatsentontke ake Ly Bait ee Shank 
Switzer fi) oc eae oto ne inka ee Re ar rei). coven ee Wilcher 


Subs: B. H. $.—Snider, Gladwell, Roller, Shank. H. H. S.—Weaver, Lis- 
key. 
HAHeS. vs. Vi'SeE ao, 


After a hard and exciting game which went into extra time, the H.H. 
S. lads were defeated by the V. S. D. B. Quint by a 37 to 31 score. The 
score was 28 to 28 when it went into the extra time. Roop then rang up 
several fast ones which spelled defeat for the Blue Streaks. 

The lineups were: 


1 Ns he V. Sada 
Weaver. i: cca eeinteaeemnent rs. leases Ly Grr eae atte Sos ick Shook 
O'Donnell spc oscars RR. Gina pee iieedecoctea woke ei, aan Roop 
Riley * 5: Gita seen tse cece Oa meA mean ot | al aren Fletcher 
Fleltzel . pee te scenes 1 FSS) eee Sree Jennings 
Shark: «...¢. ces eeenee ss haan cle eee Be conc dhcp eae Buther 


Subs: V. S$. D. B.—Fletcher, Roop, Jenning. H. H. S. 


H. H. S. vs. STAUNTON 


The H. H. S. Quint suffered their greatest defeat to Staunton by a score 
of 41 to 18. The Blue Streaks’ passing and shooting was off, while the 
Staunton lads made up for it. Heltzel performed the best for Harrison- 
burg, scoring 11 of his team’s 18 points. 

TThe lineups were: 


H. Has Staunton 
Wea Vere tis hes: cyisccses eee | a C pay iy ea 8 Es Hanna 
O Daniele icc. «cee ed RosG oe ise. «sc eee Mathews 
Rileyeiamer tic ps teers an edee Od RE ac aR NS eas YS Parker 
Heleee eer eae ee Teites. Sa eee eee Chittum 
Shanlaase cco onees.. iSonic RAShs acs 2 ees eee Mitchell 


Subs: Staunton—Sneck, Kinney, Reed, White, Marino.. H. H. $— 
Switzer, Gibson. 


H. H. S. vs. WAYNESBORO 
The Wilson High School of Waynesboro spelled defeat for the Blue 
Streaks by the score of 23 to 16. The H. H. S. lads led at half time, 10 to 


8. In the final period Kibbler, Wayesboro left-forward, made several fast 
baskets which gave them the lead. 
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The lineups were: 


FEL. S. Waynesboro 
LTTE AE glans A, arian } A Cree epee 6 ok cay Deo ee Brewer 
EL TTL Wis SaaS ee ne Saas Ris Gane cael acct caries fe) Baylor 
RM ion 21 tases cea ceoneewnenie’ DE aa eee eee sacri Non rs Yrom 
EN Mose cis eyoscncatasates sees | Oa SAS hy Ft. A) Oi ee A Kibbler 
OS, ag 8 RS Sine OL Ay fon oko eee Day 


Subs: H. H. $.—Switzer. 


H. H. S. vs. CHARLOTTESVILLE 


The Blue Streaks won a thriller when they defeated the Charlottesville 
five 19 to 15. The H. H. S. lads kept a one point lead to the end of the 
first half. During the beginning of the second half they were almost al- 
ways three or four points behind. In the last few minutes of play the score 
15 to 13 Captain Riley sank a two pointer that tied the score and sent 
the game into extra time. Shank made the next basket by a shot from the 
foul zone. He received the tip-off and rang up another marker. 

The lineups were: 


EieF1.°S. Charlottesville 
LIN oo vias vnceksvecaapesdicaertane | be CRO ie craarvl § EPR A SS Yutter 
eet oe ee like Oe te ee ly 2 er Fitzhugh 
TT ENE RR eof Fs enc GSE ik A MI ke. «5. <2 ces beth sings Harris 
ae Are tee ee). 8s Sago eee et Eee MTS. cs se ssecuacctoesecice Cole 
Son TTL OR UR eR a Britton 


Subs: Charlottesville—Mose. H. H. S.—Switzer. 


H. H. S. vs. DAYTON 


The Blue Streaks opened a fast passing and scoring attack on the Day- 
ton Quint which resulted in another laurel with the score of 26 to 10. Swit- 
er was the high scorer with 8 points to his credit. 


H. H. S. vs. COVINGTON 


After a hard fought game the H. H. S. finally nosed out the Covington 
Quint by the score of 25 to 17. The Blue Streaks led at half time by one 
point margin, 12 to 11. During the last half they piled up 13 points to 
the visitors’ 6. 


The lineups were: 


HHS. GolHes, 
Oo eS see LG: cone eters cas Heironimus 
BODO... cette a cane Rix GOs FS. seen 2 on ee PP Boerner 
BM 5 --se sheet ny ston doses OR artes i ee Bailey 
SRN na ee gals a asi vsc saad ede Li! Fees ee eae eee Benson 
CO he Ses Caco, 2% Ro Fics cine ae or, Semmes, 2. King 


Subs: C. H. $S.—Hicks, Gockman. 
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H. H. S. vs. SHENANDOAH 


After an exciting game the Blue Streaks won over the Shenandoah fives, 
now champions of Class C, by a score of 24 to 16. The passing and guard- 
ing was the best exhibition ever given by any H. H. S. team. 


McGAHEYSVILLE 


On Friday,December 12, the H. H. S. girls won a victory of 17 to 10 
over McGaheysville in the H. H. S. gymnasium. Hosaflook scoring ten 
points, and Homan scoring seven, were the forward on the H. H. S. team. 
Peters and Sanger played center and Neff and Riley were guards. 


WEYERS CAVE 


On December 16, H. H. S. girls won an easy victory over Weyers Cave 
with a score of 29 to 10. Hhosaflook was again the star, scoring all but six 
of the 29 points for Harrisonburg. MHosaflook and Homan played forward, 
Peters and Sanger centers, and Neff and Riley guards. 


SHENANDOAH CITY 


February 3 the H. H. S. girls won an easy victory over Shenandoah City. 
At half time the score was 18 to 7. At the end of the game it was 35 to 
21. Hosaflook made all but seven of Harrisonburg’s points. H. H. S. 
girls were: Hosaflook and Homan, forwards; Riley and Heltzel guards; 
Sanger and Peters, centers. Substitutes: Payne and Wandas. 
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A reporter knocked loudly at the door of Mr. Critic, the literary maga- 
zine enthusiast, and the door was opened by the faithful servant, Quicko. 
The servant announced the reporter’s arrival to his master, and immediate- 
ly returned to usher him into his master’s study. The reporter met Mr. 
Critic and at once asked his opinion on some school magazines. His com- 
ments are as follows: 

“The Record”—John Marshall High School, Richmond, Virginia: The 
stories are excellent, but I missed a few essays. The page in the front of 
the magazine called the “Record Makers” is well written and increases your 
desire to read the magazine. Jokes and bright sayings add a touch of 
humor to a magazine, the John Marshall pupils certainly tell a few jokes 
once in a while. Why not add a few original ones to the next issue? 

“The Critic’—E. C. Glass High School, Lynchburg, Virginia: You sel- 
dom find a high school magazine containing. better short stories tnan “The 
Critic.” The poems are good too, especially “The High School Quarter- 
back.” A jumpy effect is produced when short stories are divided and con- 
tinued in the back of the magazine. 

“The Gleam?’—John A. Johnson High School, St. Paul Minnesota: 
Many men are sruck with their wives wrath, but few come out so fortu- 
nately as Mr. Pooglesnup did in “The Hen Pecked Super Criminal.” This 
story is well written and keeps your interest from beginning to end. You 
are kept amused by the jokes and bright sayings. The short articles be- 
come a little monotonous; why not a few longer ones? 

“The Bumble Bee”—Lane High School, Charlottesville, Virginia: “The 
Bumble Bee” is a well balanced school magazine containing stories, essays, 
poems, book reviews, editorials, exchanges, and jokes. One of the best 
stories was ““The Russian Czarina Attends a Masquerade,” written by Francis 
Hamm. This story is really worth reading because of the artistic effect 
that is produced. A few poems are very good, but why not more of them? 

“The Missile’—Petersburg High School, Petersburg, Virginia: The 
Tenth Leper” by George Orser is one of the best stories that I have ever 
read in any high school publication. It is too bad that there are but very 
few people gifted with the pen like George Orser. Your jokes are very 
good, but why not have a few sprinkled among the advertisements in 


the back? 


” 
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“The Monthly Chronicle’—Episcopal High School, Alexandria, Vir- 
ginia: The athletic articles are well written, but why have them in the 
front of your magazine? I should think better form could be obtained 
by having your literary department first, then the athletic articles. The 
few stories are very good, but where are your poets and essayists? They 
are greatly missed. 

“The Red and Black”—Stevens High School, Claremont, New Hamp- 
shire: The cover design is highly attractive and gives a neat appearance 
to your magazine. The advertisements in the front produces a dull effect; 
why not put them in the back? You have some budding poets in your 
school. 


THE JACK OF ALL TRADES 


Iris HosaFLOOK 


I’ve dabbled in music and dancing for fun; 
I’ve started at everything under the sun. 

It seems that all this time I’ve just played; 
I guess I am only a “Jack of All Trades.” 


I’ve tried writing poems and nursery rhymes; 
I’ve tried inventing a new kind of chimes; 
But here unaccomplished all this has stayed; 
Maybe I’m only a “Jack of All Trades.” 


I’ve started at sewing and drawing and all; 
But at the finish it’ll end with a fall; 
Now just see what a great mess I’ve made; 
After all, I’m only a “Jack of All Trades.” 
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MY FORD 


I have a Ford: 
It never gets overheated— 
It never runs out of gas— 
It never gets a flat— 
It never skids— 
It never breaks down— 
It never gives me bother up steep grades— 
It never develops a new rattle or squeak— 
It has never been in an accident or collision since I got it—Ie’ s a good 
car—I wish to goodness I could start it!—Susan Pence. 


Here is a bit of French allegory that paints a moral worth remembering. 

A portrait painter sat in his favorite cafe sipping his wine. His first 
small bottle finished, he was about to order another when his eye fell on a 
headline in the Figaro, “Hard Times Are Coming,” so instead of ordering 
his usual second bottle he called for his check. 

“Is there anything wrong with the wine?” asked the landlord. 

“The wine was good, but I did not order a second bottle because hard 
times are coming and we must economize,” said the artist. 

“Hard times,” said the landlord. “Then my wife must not order the 
silk dress we planned, but must take one of cotton.” 

“Hard times,” repeated the dressmaker when the order was cancelled. 
“This is no time to expand. I must not make the improvement I had 
planned on this place.” 

“Hard times, eh?” said the builder, when the dressmaker cancelled the 
building plans. ‘Then I cannot have my wife’s portrait painted.” 

So he wrote the artist and cancelled the order. 

After receiving the letter, the artist went again to his favorite cafe and 
ordered a small bottle of wine to sooth him. On a nearby chair was the 
paper in which he had read of hard times two days before. He picked it 
up and read more closely and found it was two years old. 


Richard Jackson: ‘‘Gee, I’m tired.” 
“Hoot” Gibson: Whatcha been doin’?” 
Richard Jackson: ‘“‘Watchin’ some fellows workin’.” 
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Thomas Simmons’ advice to the Chemistry Amateurs as to the quickest 
and best way to put a Bunsen Burner out is sticking it under the faucet. 

“T noticed you crying while Marie Billheimer sang “The End of a Perfect 
Day.’ That is an affecting thing, isn’t it?” 

“Oh, it wasn’t the song I was crying about. You see, I know that girl, 
personally, and how dumb she is. And when she sang about sitting alone 
with your thoughts, I got to thinking how utterly lonely she would be if 
she had to sit that way, and the thought was more than I could bear tear- 
lessly.” 


George: “Really, I must be going. I must say those sadest words ever 
spoken—good-bye.” 

Ann: “You might say something sadder than that. You might say 
‘Au Revoir.’ ” 


Mr. Jackson: ‘How many kinds of flowers are there?” 
Charlotte Homan: “Three, Mr. Jackson.” 

“Mr. Jackson: “Indeed, what are they?” 

Charlotte Homan: ‘Wild, tame and collie.” 


Sandy, the Scotchman, to his wife: “If ye hear the phone ringing 
about five-thirty, yell know I’ll be workin’ overtime. An’ be careful 
ye don’t lift the receiver off the hook or I’ll not get my nickel back.” 


An election candidate was addressing a crowded meeting when a heckler 
demanded to know if he was in favor of prohibition. 

“I am.” began the candidate (cheers from the temperance supporters) 
not,” he went on (prolonged cheers from the rest of the audience) “not 
going to tell you,” he concluded. 

Then there was silence from everyone. 


The orchestra was practicing the composer’s long and tedious over- 
ture when he arrived. 

““What’s this?” he demanded from the doorway. “I can hear only the 
violins, not the wind instruments.” 

“It’s too hard a job for the wind instruments,” replied the orchestra 
director. ‘They can’t blow and yawn at the same time.” 


Betty Toppin (in all seriousness): ‘‘Mrs. Stanley, when was the War of 
1812 fought?” 


Did you hear of Goldsmith’s inspiration for “The Deserted Village?”— 
Edinburgh, Scotland, on tag day. 


And the Scotchman wouldn’t go out for track because he lost his breath 
when he ran. 
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Harrisonburg Mutual Telephone Company 
: 
: 


Accuracy, Courtesy and Speed 


Thank You! 
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Protetctereretettottttotrrtetot rer tetotttetetot rotetatotetetetotottett ober tetetototet etal 
Two women were listening to an out-of-door band concert, but could 

not agree as to what the band was playing. 
“T think it is the Serenade from Faust,” 
“Y’m sure it’s Trovatore,” said the other. 
Then they caught sight of a sign hanging on the band stand. It was 

too far for them to read, so they sent a little girl to settle the question. 
“What does it say?” they asked eagerly when she returned. 
“Refrain from Spitting,” she told them. 


said one. 


A man went into a store to buy a fountain pen. The young saleswoman 
gave him one to try and he covered several sheets of paper with the words: 
“Tempus fugit.” 

The sweet and obliging saleswoman offered him another pen. ‘‘Perhaps,” 
said she, “‘you’d like one of these better, Mr. Fugit.” 
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BURKE & PRICE 


Insurance in all its Branches 
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SAVE-A-BIT GROCERY 


95 North Liberty Street 
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Mr. Jackson in Chemistry Class: “First T’ll take some sulphuric acid, 
and then I’ll take some chloroform.” 
Allen Hausenfluck: ‘‘That’s a good idea.” 


Richard Jackson: “I wonder where all the pins go?” 


John Robert Switzer: “‘Can’t say. They are always pointed one way 
and headed the other.” 


Mrs. Stanley: ‘In which of his battles was General Wolfe killed?” 
Felton Riley: ‘In his—his last.” 
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IS AN AID TO EDUCATION 
Inspect Our Lines 


Radios B. NEY & SONS Majestics : 
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“X-Ray Shoe Fitters’ g 
HARRISONBURG, VA. 
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We Appreciate Your Patronage 
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HARLIN BROTHERS Staunton Winchester 
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E. G. WEINER 
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World’s Greatest Values 


LEGO 


Plumbing and Heating R. E. Tutwiler Motor Co. 
Sales Phone 445-R Service 
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Use Valley Gold Dairy 


Products 


Milk Cream Butter cfesepthoke eSon s& 


Ice Cream RSE 


Leaders in Styles 


HUDSON, ESSEX, GRAHAM 
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PIGGLY WIGGLY LOVETT BROS. s 
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Get Your Shoes Polished by Special Parlor For 


Ladies 
HARRY LEE SOLOMAN SHINES THAT 


At City News Stand SHINE 


GHAREES STORES: CO., ING, 


5 cents to $5.00 Dept. Stores 
Reliable Goods at Low Prices 
i SHOP AT THE CHARLES STORE 
% COMPARE .PRICES DECIDE FOR YOURSELF 
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Sergeant (drilling squad at Danville): “Company, Attention!” Lift up 
your left leg and hold it straight out in front of you!” 

One of the squad held up his right leg by mistake. This brought his 
right-hand companion’s left leg and his own right leg close together. The 
officer, seeing this, exclaimed angrily, “And who is that blooming galoot 
over there holding up both legs?” 


Mr. Stanley (hiring a stenographer): “Can you spell well?” 
Madeline Vance: “Oh, much harder words than that.” 


June: “Why are you tying a knot in your handkerchief?” 
Tissie: ‘‘So that I’ll remember this tune when I get home.” 


Ray Frye: ‘Who wrote Sheridan’s Plays?” 
Alda Showalter: ‘Charles Reade.” 
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"Service with a Smile’ 


FETZERS’ 


The Best Things for Young Ladies and Young Men 
Not How Cheap But How Good 
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VALLEY BEAUTY J. O. STICKLEY & SON 
SHOPPE Farm Equipment and Motor 5 
Phone 574 Tucks PS 
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“YOU CAN DO IT BETTER WITH GAS” 


; Gas, the better fuel, is quick and clean, always available, and can be 3 
: depended upon to work for you while you are free for other duties. 


It requires a minimum of attention with no storage or handling—it 


is convenient and economical. 


YOUR LOCAL GAS COMPANY 
39 East Market Street Phone 6 


Get Your Shell Gas From S/ BLATT 
Ss. H. BRANUM CLEANING and DYEING 
Largest Plant in the Valley 


Corner S. High and Grace Sts. Harrisonburg, Va. 
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Bs Building Supplies 

% Let Schewel Feather Your Nest Phone. 357 
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Miss Bridges: “Did you enjoy the amateur dramatic show last night?” 

Miss Houck: ‘Well, I thought it was too realistic.” 

Miss Bridges: “Really?” 

Miss Houck: “Yes. It said on the program that one hour was supposed 
to elapse between the first and second acts and it actually did.” 
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Combination 
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» 
A Winnin 
The Linotype and the Automatic Kelly Press are : 
a winning combination in any printing office. i 
This equipment, coupled with competent work- 
men, enables us to turn out a good quality of i 
printing expeditiously and at a reasonable cost. 
Our prompt attention is given all mail orders, 


and we will gladly furnish quotations on any 


printed matter that you desire. Give us a trial. 


THE P. & L. PRESS 
5 
s 


Job and Book Printers 


Harrisonburg, Va. 
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POWER 


In that little difference between what you earn 
and what you spend lies financial power. 


For, if you will consistently spend less than you 
earn, wealth and all that goes with it is yours. 


A savings book will help you at the start and we 
have one for you. Call for it now. 


The Rockingham National Bank 


HARRISONBURG, VIRGINIA 
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WILL MAKE AN INITIAL APPEARANCE IN THE 
High School Gymnasium 


Marcn 19, 1931 
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